ANS 
Ta 


«pn 


up uvm 


-FASCIST — 
нае 575 
— PERVERT — 
- PREACHERS, 
KRISTIAN- 
Крок 

EVIL сим, 
CULT TVi- 
LATIN AMERICAN 


| " 
M -. 
А 


A Nightmare Monster 

from Outer Space 

Threatens to Doom the 

Human Race... bu + 
» /.* 


£ 


Í 
Y 4 4/7 Tod 
200/5 STILL Неке 1 
, P 
277 кшт, ЖҮ 
DOEIT I DDS OTU CHENTUUTI V A, Pao DRE 
Welcome to another edition of EJEETO-PSD, the 
lIving-extension newsletter edition of ENTRR-TME NMEGRZINE 
PROM UEMUS The publication which you hold In your hands is 
MORE than just another cheap, "underground" rant-zine! Only 
ZONTRR is written and edited In Its entirety by soulless 
automatons totally subject to the orders of superior forces {гов 
beyond this world. TNE MASTER ZONTRR'S EVIL TEACHINGS are 
everyshere to be found, subliminally disguised, carefully velled, 
everyshere embedded in the very fabric of this publication. For the 
ENLIGHTENED, these messages wil! be source of constant hilarity 
and deep contemplation. For those stupid and puny HUMANS sho 
continue to live in IGMORANCE of THE MASTER'S PATENTED 
DOCTRINE of BRD-TRUTH, the WISDOM encoded herein sill seen 
nothing more than the idle and incoherent ranting of a small band 
of crackpots, The MEDIOCRETIMS sil! laugh, wil! turn away: to the 
SPORTS PAGE, to USA TODAY, to the delusion of Humanoid Religion. 
Oh how we pity you all....you sho are... THE DOOMED. 

Of course, most of you sho sill read these sords are already 
HARD-CORE. We are perfectly aware that the twisted obscurities 
presented in EJEETO=PO] ore aore than a little bit too "obscure" 
for the comparitively “normal” SCI-FI and MONSTER fans sho 
complain about the recent lack of such "crowd-pleasing" elements 
which featured in our “early” issues. 

Well, there'll be enough of that coming, and SOOM, in ЭШТЕ 
#9: The Gala TENTH ANNIVERSARY “ALL-STUPID-NONSTER ISSUE", 
coming in early 1991,.,.WE HOPE! IT all depends... on YOUII! And 
your continued MONETARY SUPPORT for this MINISTRY in the coming 
YEARS OF WOEII! Those CHECKS...RREM'T THEY JUST A LITTLE 


BIT QUERDUE?77777 You slackers knos sho you are! SEND 
SOON...OR PAY FOREVER: ITS LATER THAN YOU THIMKIIII 


OUR ENEMIES: RM UPDATE. 


You've probably already heard TOO MUCH about the MER and the 
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ХА Truth and Faith Prevail 
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Government's EVIL attempts to censor the "RRTS*. We don't 
pretentious performance artists anymore than you do...We MEUER 
listen to Laurie Anderson records and don't particularly care for 
anyone sho does. Trendy hair and eapty cuteness are not the path to 
THE ENLIGHTENMENT of TRE MASTER, 807..... 

The WORST thing about the shole MEA-Censorship debate, other 
than the fascist atteapt by Republican PIGS like Helas, Falwell, 
Robertson, and others to impose their own warped sexual anxieties 
and fears onto the mass of humanity, is the pathetic response of 
the so-called “art community” and liberal siaps: “ART is not 
PORNOGRAPHY!" they declare, as if such a clear distinction can 
ever be ваде, or is even desireable. AMY good “ART” sill seen 
“OBSCENE” to somebody! WHERE then аге the brave voices sho sil! 
defend ALL FORMS OF HUNAN EXPRESSION, INCLUDING 
pornography!!! ME of Z28NTRR believe in the right of RHYOME to 
create or consume whatever DEPRAVED EXPRESSIONS of BASIC HUNAN 
FILTH they DESIRE!!1!! ONLY QOTON DARES TO SAY: 


like 


TAKE YOUR REPRESSIVE RHTI-PORMO LAWS, GREASE ‘EN, AND 
CRAN ‘EN UP THE STINKING ASS OF YOUR BLOOD-THIASTY 
600111111% 


* Discla/aer: The above statesent js for satirical use only. 
The Editors do not intend to anderse any abnoreg/ sexual behav/ow 
or ta offend the sens/b//t/as af any organized raligion. This is 
“art” and aust not be construed as pornographic or sacr///g/ous. 
Thank you. 


HOPE ANIDST DESPAIR: 


Hell Bush. Daddy's little disappointment. Caught sith his 
corporate short-pants down, and his naughty little finger in the 
SHL pie. Dad believes in Sonny's Integrity. 

How did Heilie get his “Incredibly sweet deal" as a 29-year 
old, totally inexperienced Bank president. Did Poppy sake a little 
phone call to the boys on the board? What sort of “sweet deal” will 
get froe the sadistic, 400-pound prison guard? 

These aay only be sweet dreams of summer...but after over a 
year of complete Bush invulnerability, its fun to see a crack 
opening in his black, blood-stained araor...spaened froe his very 
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JUST OUT ом VIDEO— А SILLY, Вот 
Edmond TT T al ОНАЈ a АШ SOMEWHAT ENTERTA Me HORROR 
ИШИН? TEMPLETON a RALPH BETTASON GORGE ORELL- МШЕ ANDERSON -A HOLY PRODUCTION -A SOLUNBIA PURE Poo peepee? BY Косе Cotman 


IT HAS AN. Жыкы By Nore «| 


OTHER THAN 


y RIT’ Sev 
Persecuted for Telling ^s ке А c A 
the Truth "e at va Se ade or eme cH 


& 3 £ O O-F)D Of course, no matter hos hot it gets for the BUSH gang, we can 


count on the so-called opposition to FAIL TOTALLY to exploit the 


~ VOL TIH2-. GümmER-199 Ом HEIL BUSH DIVIDEND.  Remeaber, ве сове from MIKE "COMPETENCE 
EpiTeo BY Jandohnson £ BaranCurran DUKAKIS country, Our fair state is пов plunged Into the worst 


tailspin of self-loathing and economic collapse imaginable..,far 
worse than the depths of the 1970s. Our next governor may wel! be a 
MAKE CHECKS PAYABLE To: To: twisted, one-armed MONSTER filled with bitter hatred of the world, 
7 SAN ARTHUR DOHNSON E bent Hien of чы ne Seni and the despised, 
t seems that welfare mothers and Cambodian immigrants are the 
BOSTON, MASS. 02120 X cause of all the problems in this state!! Remember Boston dur ing 
2 
КО 


the 703 busing riots, when little girls sitting in school-buses 
were pelted with rocks by racist thugs shile Democratic pols and 
cringing Clergyaen stood by in silence? These days may be back 
again soon. ED KING certainly taught us that no cruddy politician 
could go srong by exploiting the petty hatreds and racial ignorance 
of Massachusetts’ legions of cretinous pinheads! ! 

JOHH SILBER: personal friend of HRR-CRIIIIHRL-HITHOUT-R- 
CONSCIENCE KISSINGER, former member of the KISSINGER 
COMMISSION on Central America, defender of Apartheid and critic 
of Mandela, hypocritical guardian of Boston University's Martin 
Luther King archive: MILL THIS WARPED CREATURE BE OUR НЕХТ 
GOVERNOR? Hill he then attempt to finish off the job begun by 
Kissinger in Cambodia, by running for PRESIDENT OF THE UNITED 
STATES? Не has ambitions. You heard it here first...we hope it's 
the last! 


READ! 


This issue is dedicated to comprehensive coverage of some of 
the sleaziest, most apalling creeps and hucksters you're likely to 
find in the вазз-вед!а today. We didn't plan it, but it just ended 
up that way. Some readers may find the material contained herein a 
STANLEY FORMAN BOSTON HERALD EK little TOUGH TO STOMACH. DON'T BLAME US...se just live here, 
's tarnished history: White busing foes assault a black man in 1976 on this God-forsaken planet. 


SHUCKING THE RUBES: 
CHRISTIAN MEDIA HUCKSTERS 


By Jan Arthur Johnson 


There have always been and always will be the 
hideous leeches of humanity--some become doctors, 
others go into politics or religion. Whether they sell 
insurance, aluminum siding, baldness cures, 
political or religious ideology, or any other ripoff, 
their newest medium of choice is cable TV. 

No longer must the conman travel from town to 
town with his snake oil, tent revival or exploitation 
film, as did Kroger Babb ("Mom and Dad," "Prince of 
Peace," "One Too Many," etc.; see ReSearch #10, page 
102). Now with the twin wonders of satellites and 
cable technology, they can beam their spiel to a 
nation eager to be fleeced. АП across the vast 
wasteland of your cable dial, you can click past a 
stupefying array of money grubbing plots. See 
Zontar #7 for a view of a few of the bleak 
product scams, and Ejecto-Pod #1 for a photo of 
the unbelievable Santo-Gold. АП of these scams 
pale like a sickly carnival barker in the shadow of 
the towering crimes commited in the name of GOD. 

There is a wide spectrum of types of Christian 
cable shows, ranging from true believers, some of 
whose twisted views allow us a peek into strange 
other worlds, to outright blatant frauds. 

Your pals at Zontar Labs’ favorite of the former 
is the Book of Revelation/prophecy programs. The 
first show of this type that your humble editors 

watched regularly was "The King is Coming" with 
' Dr. Howard Estep. From the mid-70's well into the 
80's, we watched in wonder as the good doctor 
stood on the unearthly set pointing at his glass 
blackboard covered with strange symbols and 
weird abstractions. His odd leaps of logic and 
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quirky style made him а cult classic: he is 


immortalized on the great 1974 solo album, "Roller 
Maidens from Outer Space," by Phil Austin of the 
Firesign Theatre. A similar old professor type is 
John G. Hall. Not nearly as much of a kook as Estep, 
Hall's claim to fame is a wall-sized painted chart 
that shows the Biblical flow of time. It goes from 
alpha--with an angel and dinosaurs!--to the omega 
("It is done.") with tons of wacky stuff in between, 
all painted in perfect Early American "naive" style. 

Much less harmless is Trinity Broadcast System's 
"Shockwaves of Armageddon" with Dr. Doug Clark. 
Clark mixes his biblical prophecy with classic kook 
rants and twisted rightwing propaganda. On one 
show he went on and on about the Trilateral 
Commission, the Council on Foreign Relations, the 
World Bank, and other old-time conspiracy junk. 
On another show, he spends his half hour praising 
the white regime in South Africa! He states that 
apartheid was established to save blacks from 
killing each other, and is saving them from the 
godless Commie Marxists!! ° Idi Amin is used to 
show what would happen if blacks took over. Clark 
also sifts through the most obscure passages of the 
Bible to prove that the USSR is the evil empire, 
stating several times that Gorbachev is "Gog." 

Another type of show that can make you numb 
with bewilderment are what we like to call the 
Kristian Kiddie Kooks. Art (Gumby) Clokely's 
"Davey and Goliath" fit here. They're shown on the 
Boston Catholic Station, as is "Creegan and Crow" 
(very spaced-out ventriloquist act), and "Black 
Buffalos Pow-Wow." Black Buffalo is a senile old 
man in a full headdress and native American garb 
who hosts his show Bozo style in front of a peanut 
gallery of kids, has cheesy games, shows a very 
crude cartoon ("Bible Stories-Stories That Are 
True"), and basically makes a fool of himself. The 
opening theme goes "It's time for TV's greatest 
show, Tickety Tickety Tock..." 


On Trinity is the most extreme of all the Kristiain 
Kiddie Kooks--Captain Hook. Now, we've talked 
about him before (Zontower #2, Zontar #8), 
but he just keeps on being the sickest show of this 
type. Having found God by having half his body 
tipped away in a motorcycle crash, he tries to inflict 
God on the little ones by sheer terror. The most 
extreme show we've seen has the evil captain 
performing a spiritual autopsy--pulling out body 
parts tainted by the devil and telling kids that he 
saw a real autopsy once. On another show, Mrs. 
Hook tells us: "God is not a child molester." One can 
only wonder at what repressed guilt brought on 
that outburst! 

No overview of the vast Christian media 
conspiracy would be complete without a mention of 
. the censorship theme. А few of the more extreme 
follow. The Coral Ridge Report with James Kennedy. 
Kennedy is the heir to the Cardinal Spellman anti- 
Commie school of costumed ranters, and here he 
gives us "seduction of the innocent" as well. On a 
set with four TVs flashing scenes of sex and 
violence, he looks like a performance artist as he 
gives a history of film, radio, and rock music 
leading to a decline in moral decency. Dave Benoit 
(pronounced Ben-Wa) оп Glory Ministries 
denounces rock and the demon possession it causes; 
this is also a regular theme on Pastor Fletcher 
Brothers’ Freedom Village. For info on more anti- 
rock kooks, see "Rock and Roll Will Steal Your Soul" 
by Johnny Marr in Kooks Magazine #5 ($4.00 from 
Donna Kossy, P.O. Box 953, Allston, MA 02134). 

Some of the most blatant cash mongering can be 
found on "Principles of Biblical Economics" on which 
Brother John Rvanzinies explains the Ministry of 
Giving: "Maybe you've got a million dollars, you 
want to buy us a Satellite, pay for an antenna. 
Maybe your friends say you're crazy--but you 
know it's your duty." On "The Provision of 
Promise," Ernest Leonard was heard to say, "Maybe 
you're lying on your deathbed; you should get 
someone in your family to the bank right away so 
that you can pass away with a clear conscience." 

The Provision of Promise is a "seed faith" 
ministry; in other words, you must show God you 
believe by sending them all your money. Other 
seed suckers include Dwight Thompson and of 
course the great Robert Tilton (see Ejecto-Pod 
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A LESSON IN PSALM 128 


SAY SOMETHING THAT IS N 
challenge that I have wrestled with God about нв I almost fear 
БЕ saying it because І don't want to be misunderstood. 
fear in the Name of Jesus knowing He would have me a e it 
2 И | does apply to some who are holding this letter..(AND IT MAY APPLY T 
YOU:) The widow in Luke 21 and the widow in I Kings 17 gave out of the 
ast of what they had. 
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The most loathsome and evil of all is of course 
Jerry Falwell. His slick use of the media, 
consolidating of the far right, and deep pockets (he 
has direct ties to South Africa) are to be hated and 
feared. Liberty University stands poised to ooze 
forth his venomous world view in to the 2151 
century. Last year Ollie North led the 
commencement ceremony--this year it was George 
Bush!! (A very good history of the rise of the 
religous right is "God's Bullies," by Perry Deane 
Young, 1982, ISBN # 0-03-059706-4.) Falwell 
wants more from you than anyone else in this 
article--he wants more from you than to listen to 
his ideology, more even than your last dollar. He is 
building an empire, a shadow realm whose dark 
and slimy tentacles are even now prying their way 
into every private part of your soon-to-be enslaved 
existence, soiling and befouling your innermost 
dreams and aspirations. 

Only Zontar and its few fellow travelers stand 
between certain doom and a dim flickering hope for 
a better future. Not much of a choice, granted, but 
the only one nonetheless. Only your hard earned 
cash in the Master's claws сап hobble the 
juggernaut of despair before we all sink into the 
bottomless swamp of brain-dead "Christian 


brotherhood"!! 


This is a special 
-but I bind that 


Perhaps you need to do the same! 
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the checking account, a vacation 


.let me tell you in the Name 
thre 15 your rainy day and also your day for a miracle. _If 
ive it all, God will delight in giving His all back 
This is so difficult for me to even write, but I'm speaking 
from a position of experience, knowing that the Holy Spirit is 


-bank for 313 MI day.. 


I'm not asking you to do it--I'm simply NÉ Lo: it out 
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ness hod cftocked them,” Bob says. “As | 
begon to agree with each suffering person 
rim prayer, miracles began to hop- 
pen. From that day forth, as | hove been 
faithful to that vision, | have seen every 
kind of miracle happen 
when | pray the prayer of 
agreement.” 

The third came in the 
middle of the night when twin 
angels appeared in the back 
of a large auditorium. They 
left a message in the form of 
а 10-foot golden bow and 
arrow mounted on the top of 
а pyramid. They spoke only | 
to say that they knew Jesus 
and immediately left. 


The next morning, Bob searched the Ит o] MIRACLE- 


Scriptures for the meaning of the vision and e у 
found in Il Kings 13 the story of how the D WORKIN’ PoweR STi) 
> works 


prophet Elisha showed King Joash how to 
shoot the arrow of the Lord's deliverance. | Lord's work, Bob doesn't take himself ser- 
As long as the king shot arrows, he got vic- } iously. Preaching the Gospel is uppermost £N € N 
tory over his enemies. Joash stopped after ! in his priorities. On a Miracle Crusade in ۵ 
shooting only three, and Elisha was angry + a large southern city, he discovered that he м 
because the king had asked for so little. | had forgotten to put dress shoes in the suit- 

“That's the problem with so many | case. On the elevator going down to a R E- 
Christians Bob says. “They ask for little packed convention center, a colleague 
and therefore they receive little. They are | asked, “Bob, did you know yov're wear- Runs 
content with little when God has so much || ing white tennis shoes?” 
| to give them! Because God is so big and Bob's famous grin broke across his face Y Y 
has so much to give, | want Christians to. and he said, "Yeah, well, | forgot to pack e o 
think big, dream big, and | my dress shoes and decided not to go out 

| 


Second oniy xo his 
love for God ond His 
people = Robert Ti- 
ton’s incredible faith. 
As he is quick to tell 
you, he has hod many 
Opportunities to just 
give up when every- 
thing comes against 
him, but one of Bob's 
secrets to success is 
that it’s never over 
until you win. “When 
Bob gets a vision or 
an inspired idea, it's 
typical that there 
seems to be no visible 
means of getting it 
done,” says Al Brice, 
senior associate pas- 
tor of Word of Faith 
Family Church. ''But 
when God shows Bob 
to do something, he 
has to believe contin- 
vously to bring it to 
pass even when 
there's no evidence it's 
going to happen.” 
Staying in the 
- Word, іп prayer, and 
in the Spirit keeps Bob in close communi- 
cation with the Lord. That is why he has 
been given visions at critical times in his 
ministry. But three, he feels, have had the 


WHAT IS HIS MINISTRY? 


less "han twenty years his 
ministry would touch the 
ives of milkons ond spon 

Before he became 
world famous through his 
doy. hour-long television 
program Success-N-Life, 
Robert Tilton was first the 
founder, along with his 
wife Marte, of Word of 
Faith World Outreach 
Center and Family Church 
$n Dallas. From their first 
days in the ministry, their 
vision has been to reach 
the city, the nation, and 
the world with the Gospel 
of Jesus Christ. 

From its humble be- 
ginnings in 1976 with a 
membership of seven in a 
rented YMCA building, 
Word of Faith World Out- 
reach Center has grown 
to fit its name. It is the 
hub of Robert Tilton's 
broad, multi-faceted min- 
istry which includes a lo- 
cal 8,000-member church. 

Another important 
arm of the ministry is Lex- 
ington Academy where 
children, grades K through 
12, are grounded in solid 
Christian values and the 
highest educational stan- 
dards. Lexington’s college 
Preparatory program is 
omong the best. 

Furthermore, after 
being checked out by the 
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first step of withholding 
absolutely nothing from 
Him, God will multiply < тон significant influence. The first one 


your wealth. == = M come on the day of his salvation. That day, 


believe in a big God who } onthe stage in my sock feet.” The colleogue “A 
answers prayer and fulfills ) insisted on exchanging shoes with him there ТЇЙ 
dreams. | want them to shoot | оп the elevator. To his colleague's great Wt 
the arrows of the Lord's 
25 deliverance and not give ир 
within his heart and said, “I have called | , until they have overcome all 
you as а fisher of men, a minister of My 137 their enemies—sickness and 
Gospel.” poverty and oll the other mis- 
From the second vision came the prayer eries the devil heaps on 
of agreement. In the middle of the night, mankind. | want them to 
Ea SE] Bob was caught away in the Spirit and have victory.” 
2 found himself standing in the front of mul- As intense as he is in the 
titudes of people. God showed him masses 
) р (f of troubled people and told him that many 
M oe ministers pray for His people, but He wanted 
ces E Bob to agree with His people in prayer. ‘| Л 
АНА HEAL! HEAL! saw the masses of humanity miserable and ИЉА 
Internal Revenue Service, 4 


the ministry was given а „у FOLLOW GOD & BE SUCCESSFUL! TE. 


clean bill of health. KEZKA \ | 
HR START р BES 9—2 ‘aye; tee ER 
not ended. A Stout 

: is still mighty in battle 


he says, he found more than his calling; he 
found his reason for being. God, the 


| relief, the shoes fit just fine. 
Father, spoke to Bob in an audible voice E 


easygoing 


He was rushed to the hospital and 


с on the Sea | ing ^ fled of the 
НЕК ^ of Life. Mind ye, he lost an arm | hopelesmiess o u К на ИМ 
CAPT. p end leg in warfare but is still a | was not expected to live through 
seaman first class aboard the ОМ the night. 
THE WORLD'S : Gospel Ship for the Lord Jesus Christ. | 
не 5 me Leribe edd Permission was granted for 
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waves 
ed treasure to boys mputative surgery, the only means 

' tue to save his Ше. After 2 
riches of Ufe. unconscioumess lengthening into — 
Lo uei cs iai 
Embellished in ornate attire, ће be of the accident or his surround 

amed Captain Hook, alias Von His mother had accompanied him 
Saum. He is a real authenic in the intensive care room day and 
Christian pirate, complete with a night. 


peg leg. The prothesis became his When he awakened, she was the one 
necessary apparatus after a tragic to tell him, "Son, you've been in a 
motorcycle accident in 1960. A motorcycle accident and your left 
Classmate didn't see his motorcycle агт and leg were amputated.” He 
in the oncoming lane, pulled out looked down at the absence of his , 
to pass a truck, and hit the members. There was no left arm „ 
motorcycle head on. The 17 year-old and where there had been a leg, the 
: sheet lay flat. The shock was too 
great. He drifted back into uncon- 
ectousmess. 


ос Still Seems Good 
"TwoPals,Crippled In Crash 
Look Ahead With Courage 


Now the captain travels over 100,000 
miles a year on land, sea, and air 
childhood teaching (Фе pilots his own  piane-am 

Pei Io prayers, accomplishment mastered after the 
manifested into motorcycle accident.) is crew 
The are: Mrs. Hook, and famity Vic, Vince, 

presence of God visited him in that and Valerie. The entire pirate crew 
hospital room in Ft. Wayne, indiana spend 12 months a year in churches, 
«nd gave him a new beginning. auditoriums, schools, and T. V.—telling 
the gospel story in a zestful, dramatic 
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family, and responded to a special А gospel T.V. show for children called predecessore. E > soma 


"Pirate Adventures With Captain someplace-sometime—wh 
scc cue Hook" із now seen on 50 major you. 


God doen't employ many folks аз stations, three satellites, and over this pirate. Bit harmless he be 
Pirates, but He did this fellow! The 1000 cities _ nationally and ур your course is charted heavenbound. 


Christian pirate! А tragedy “kits, and an able pirate crew portray direction. " BEWARE! For the 
eS aul into a triumph, He was € "You Can Do It - With God's Help” Captain is tugging the shore to tum 
ye iandiubbers around! 
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In A New Age Daze $ | 


The late lamented Tempo cable station was a 
place where anything could show up. For a few 
weeks back in 1987 or so every weeknight they 
showed a program unlike anything that we see on 
this coast. "Dazé (pronounced Dah-Zay) is a middle- 


aged, overweight California woman whose show 
sums up the mindlessness of the New Age 
movement. A portion of each show was taken up 


with doing astrological sun sign readings for ems 
viewers, but it is the very long e 
hypnosis" audio and video tapes that are not to be 
believed. While sampled pan-pipes play and views 
of inner peace float by, Dazé intones Welcome k 
the world of the crystal cave and the spiritua 

French connection. Each of us have come into this 
world for a reason. When you come to the € 
cave, you meet your master teacher, spirit n es. 
As you bathe in the crystal cave, it changes co (i E 
you can cleanse your mind, body and soul in ight. 
You'll work with humanity at the crystal слов 
table, as well as your self. — c tend 
harmony begins with you. This is the theatre x 
your mind with Dazé; close your eyes, listen to = 
voice and you can attain your goals with bor A 
ease, comfort, and јоу." The end titles state: e 
opinions and ideas expressed on this program ү 
only possibilities апа do not necessarily represe 

the views of the producers. You have the choice to 


make your own reality." 
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QUACKERY: (1960) 
The Goat Man = 


The greatest quack of them all, John 
R. Brinkley, owned a fleet of Cadillacs, 
three yachts. a palatial estate in Texas, 
and the most powerful radio station in 
North America, at the height of his no- 
toriety in the 1920s and '30s. At that 
time he earned $1 million a vear-and he 
owed it all to goat glands. 

Brinkley's "discovery" of the power of 
goat glands ^to rejuvenate" the mascu- 
line vigor of elderly men came about 
quite by accident. In "The Roguish 
World of Doctor Brinkley," published 
this week by Rinehart (280 pages. 
$4.95), author Gerald Carson relates 


how one day an elderly farmer dropped: 


into the smooth and persuasive Brinkley s 
store-front office in Milford, Kans., com- 
plaining of “that all-in feeling.” 

` Brinkley happened to drop a remark 
about the farmer's gamboling goats. “You 
wouldn’t have any trouble,” said the 
quack, “if you had a pair of those 

. [goat] buck glands in you.” “Well, why 
don't you put ‘em in." the farmer sug- 
gested laconically. 

For a fee, Brinkley did. A few days 
later he got hold of a young male goat, 
and transplanted the: goat’s gonads to 
the man with the use of no more than 
a local anesthetic. Later the farmer’s 
young wife gave birth to a bouncino 
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baby boy (gratefully named “Billy”), 
and the quack started to do a turnaway 
business in goat transplants for fees up to 
$1,500. Before long he developed his 
own goat herd (from which patients 
picked their own donors), built a hospi- 
tal, and erected one of the earliest and 
most powerful radio stations in the land 
with which to woo the willing. 
Blatant Ego: In the 1930s the au- 
thorities, led by Dr. Morris Fishbein of 
the Journal of the American Medical 
Association, began to catch up with 


. Brinkley, and the Kansas state medical 


board voted to lift his license. To stay in 
business Brinkley ran for governor three : 
times, planning to put pressure on the 
board to save his license if elected. And 
he almost made it. in 1932, losing 
244,000 to Alf Landon's 278,000. 

Brinkley then moved, lock, stock, and 
radio station, to Del Rio, Texas, on the 
Mexican border, but the hounds were in 
full cry. The government sued for back 
taxes, and hundreds of former patients 
brought damage suits. Brinkley pru- 
dently declared bankruptcy. Still rich, he 
died in 1942 of a heart ailment at age 56. 

Dr. Fishbein, his old enemy, provided 
his unofficial epitaph in a Journal edi- 
torial: "The centuries to come may never 
produce again such blatancy, such fer- 
tility of imagination, or such ego." 

Before he died, Brinkley had a word 
for Dr. Fishbein, too. "If Dr. Fishbein 
goes to heaven," he said, "I want to go 
the other way." 
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THEY LIVE. They lurk in the darkest recesses of your cable-tu 
system. Early in the morning...Late at night. Repeated several 
times a week, several times a day. Most people probably flip right 
by them on the way to more comforting and familiar fare. Only the 
most gullible, the least selective, most addictive viewer rests 
here for long. But the producers of CULT TU don't care. The CULT 
SHOWS don't have to rely on ratings to survive. They don't have to 
convince potential advertisers of their desirable demographics. For 
these strange programs are financed by invisible forces: crazed 
religious cults; obscure “miracle-product“ and ‘invention" 
companies; or sometimes even mega-corporations like General 
Electric (see NEUS SHOUS below). 

While most of these shows are too miserably low-budget and 
repulsive for the average viewer to sit through, they may excercise 
a profound fascination on some of the more morbidly inclined 
followers of THE (00973. Dedicated seekers of THE MASTER’ 
secret doctrine of BAD-TRUTH will find much that is startlingly 
familiar on these shows. Former movie and TU-stars, fallen on hard 
times, appear frequently in this realm, but they appear not as 
figures of enviable glamor, but as shambling ghosts, their eyes 
deadened by failure and humiliation, faces lined with the ravages 
of substance abuse and career disintegration. These imprisoned 
creatures pretend to be the hosts of “Talk Shaws" devoted entirely 
to the promotion of a single product or self-help scheme. They 
confess with tears in their eyes to crazed, evil Televangelists, in 
the hope that the Jeezocreep just might give them a job on his 
Christian cable network. 

Other shows "stan" people you've never seen before in your life, 
but they're cheered by adoring “studio audiences" as they clean 
away dirt and grime, make teeth even whiter, or cause the crippled 
to walk and the blind to see through the intervention of divine 
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forces. These "shows" are usually "interrupted" by "ads" which are 
nothing more than extentions of the endless sales-pitch that is the 
sole content of these programs, which tell you how to send for the 
product, the self-help book, the prophecy tapes. Here, on the 
margins of unregulated media commercialism, ог under the protection 


afforded "religious" groups through tax-exemption and media access, 
are the test models for the NEW TOTALITARIAN MEDIA CULTURE 


which even now is being planned for you by THEM (you know who THEY 
are, don't you? Or haven't you been paying attention all these 
years?) 

Of course, some well-intentioned but hopelessly naive 
"HORMRLS* will question the dedicated CULT-TU scholar with a 
line like: "Well, if you think these shows are so stupid, then WHY 
DO YOU WATCH THEN?" The simple answer of course lies in the old 
cliche: KNOW THIHE ENEMY. Even the most strong-willed CULT TU 
researcher will have to admit that the actual watching of these 
shows is almost unbearably painful and numbingly boring. An 
extended watching of such abysmal fare as AMAZING DISCOVERIES, 
RHUSHKR, or VICTORY with Morris Cerullo, may be more than any mere 
humanoid can be expected to endure. 

Only the TRULY ENLIGHTENED who live by the teachings of THE 
HASTEN 200708, fully armed with the tools of ZONTARIAN 
CRITICAL ANALYSIS, can approach these newest manifestations of 
Humanoid culture with safety. Years of patient dissection of the 
effects of the worst and most disreputable BADFILMS have 
instructed the FOLLOWERS OF 20008 in these profound, 
TRUTH-REVEALING methods. 22772" CONT i 
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TI а ies our beloved GREAT BAD-FILNS, 


these CULT-TU shows frequently reveal unexpected and undeniable 
TRUTHS about our nation's, our PLANET'S, decaying DEATH CULTURE. 
We find here not only the usual expressions of shameless 
STUPIDITY, SUPERSTITION, and GREED, but also concrete, 
documentary REVELATIONS of the consequences of such decadent 
values in the destruction of human lives and dignity. The obsessed, 
criminal, and gluttonous, or victimized, entrapped, and pathetic 
figures condemned to wander the dark corridors of CULT TU are not 
mere "symbols" or trendily “deconstructable” "signs" of our 
species' abject failure and despair, like you'd find in the work of 
some hypocritical post-modern "critic" ог "artist". THESE TRAGIC 
CREATURES ARE THE REAL THING. THEY ARE YOU...THEY ARE 
US...THERE ARE HORE OF THEN EVERY DAY. THEY ARE LIVING 
PROOF OF THE FAILURE OF HU-NANOID CIVILIZATION, AND THEY 


WARNING! WARNING! Watching. these shows can be an 
informative, but also HIGHLY DANGEROUS EXPERIENCE! Most of 
these shows, even the most humorous or demented, are extremely 
repetitious and boring. Sleep may easily be induced, especially 
late at night when these programs seem to take over the “cable 


waves". Losing consciousness during these shows is НОТ 
RECOMMENDED. Іп an unconscious or semi-conscious state, the 
hypnotic pitch-making and subliminal musical effects may wreak 


havoc with your mind, leaving you open to seduction by forces 
which are HOT YOUR FRIEND!! f you wake up some morning with an 
uncontrollable desire to buy miracle car-cleaning solution, then 
you know you are in trouble (especially if you don't own a car!) 

So be very careful. бо not drink alcohol or take any other 
depressant drugs while watching. Orug-induced states will likely 
only make you more susceptible to the pitches of the self-help and 


Born-Again maniacs, who often specifically tailor their 
ћурпо-ргорадапда to the seduction of the drugged or drug- 
dependent. s 


The categories of CULT TU shows listed below represent thet’ 


author's attempt to classify the various “CULT SHOWS" into a 
series of indentifiable groups. In the case of such a slippery 
phenomenon as CULT TU, the lines between specific categories are 
frequently blurred. This is of course quite intentional on the part 
of the producers of these shows, whose sole motivating goal is to 
lull you into gullibility; to trick you into sending money, 
surrendering your soul, and believing in the BIG LIE. This list is 
only an attempt to bring some clarity to the CULT TU phenomenon. 


NEWS SHOUS 

The "HEHS" on TU comes in various formats, all of which have 
been taken over by the more obviously “CULT” programs (such as the 
religious and product-pitch shows). In this category we will 
briefly discuss the basic "NEWS REPORT" form, the half-hour 
Network news and its debased, local sub-genre. 

Television News is probably the most frightening example of the 
disastrous effect which preconceived formulas, driven by a greedy 
appetite for ratings and advertising, can have on the elemental 
presentation of so-called "reality" in the Mass Media. The 
Half-Hour News Show categorizes and compartmentalizes events in a 
sort of subconscious hierarchy, which seduces the viewer into 
accepting as "TRUTH" the limited and repetitive options presented. 
Where was the president today? How is the “WAR ON DRUGS" going? Is 
the COLD WAR really over? Did ве win? These numbingly predictable 
fragments are sandwiched between propaganda ads from the mega- 


corporations, which celebrate in ecstatic images and sounds the 
wonderful progress. that is every day being made by OUR WAY OF 


LIFE. Admittedly, the events of the day sometimes might effect 
the presentation of the ness in some basic way: a natural or 
man-made disaster, or a major political event like the fall of the 
Berlin Wall, But these are merely passing events in the unending 
telling of the BIG STORY: The Struggle of a Great Nation, 
Uniquely Endowed with the Blessings and Burdens of Freedom, in its 


ongoing conflicts with: Communists; Drug-Users/Dealers /Smugglers, 
and other challenges to the fulfillment of Its Manifest Destiny. 


Descent 
into Nightmare 
HES ON NIGHTLINE AlmosT EVER 
MIGHT.’ Hig CLONES still RUN THE state 
DEPT. HES A WAR-CRIMIWAL wi THour 
A. CONSCIENCE 2-2 HES THE Буг DRK, 


These forces may pose their threats, but somehow, through the 
efforts of the common people (in “human interest" segments) and 
even through national or international efforts (remember the whales 
stuck in the ice?) these problems may yet be overcome, 

The very form of the NEWS is its own message: it's on every 
night at the same time, it's always the same length and format, 
it's always hosted by deliberately "objective"-seeming anchors. The 
reporters stand in front of the White House, the Kremlin, 
etc...there are little slides which tell you how to think about 
things: Terrorists are always Arabs, the HAR ON DRUGS slide 
combines a joint, a syringe, and a skull. The “sound bites" elect 
the candidate: Who gets on first? Who “won the day"? Who's ahead in 
the poll? 

The contro! of the agenda, the sequence and style of 
presentation, of “events” is the control of the perception of 
"reality" itself. The Nazis understood this, so do the Republ icans 
and the corporations who control the Networks. (i'm less certain 
about the Democrats.) In America, the language of the NEWS is the 
language of CONTROL and POHER. The whole format SIGNIFIES truth; 
fact; "reality", It should come as no surprise, then, that so many 
of the CULT TU shows have adopted the TU NEUS format in every 
detail, to sell you on HELSINKI FORMULA, to make you send money for 
the WAR ON PORNOGRAPHY, on to bring you GOD'S NEWS BEHIND THE WENS. 
These shows are more obviously propaganda than the NEUS itself, 
but in the end they are no less dishonest, they are just more 
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One of the fifty alien motherships visiting earth hovers over the Statue of Liberty in 
New York. ^ 


HEUS "DISCUSSION" SHOWS: 
These programs, once exclusively relegated to the Sunday 
morning ghetto along with Builder's Showcase and Davey and Goliath 
have proliferated in recent years as media pundits have found that 


increased visibility provided by TU spells bigger lecture-circuit 
money and better book deals from publishers: George F. Will's 
baseball book is #1 in the nation as | write this. His reputation 
as a sports pundit is due almost entirely to his pontifications on 
This Week with David Brinkley. In the 80s, the old-style boring 
"reporters" found themselves replaced by sneering, scowling, loud- 
mouthed "Hews-Discussion" personalities, usually ex-Nixon/Reagan 
staffers ог speechsriters, ог columnists of extreme right-wing 
persuasion: Buchanan, McLaughlin, Hill, Gergen, and the unspeakable 
Robert Novak, are the sort of creatures who dominate these shows 
today. A few middle-of-the-road, ineffective quasi-liberals are 
occasionally featured for “balance",commentators like..like..uell 
that's the problem. The most prominent "liberal" commentators on TU 
HENS DISCUSSION shows are: "Mike" (formerly Michael) Kinsley, an 
ardent admirer of ultra-reactionary Maggot Thatcher; Morton 
Kondracke, whose bloated face suggests constant constipation 
problems, a supporter of Reagan's contra war, and whose own show, 
American Interests, on The Learning Channel, is the bleakest and 
most depressing of all these programs; and Sam Donaldson, а 
repulsively loud-mouthed ignoramous who has an astonishing penchant 
for missing the obvious point in an interview (he voted for 
Goldwater in '64!), Oh, there's also Mark Sheilds on PBS and CHN, 
an apparent drunkard who's been known to exceed his 
supposedly-more-conservative co-stars in praising Bush when he 
invades tiny Latin American countries, 

The right-wing slant of these shows is sinister enough (although 
it should be noted that the rightists like Reed Irvine and Pat 
Robertson still rail against “liberal bias"...they won't be 
satisfied by anything short of Total Control), but even this 
fades to insignificance compared to the even greater LIE 
perpetuated by these shows: THE ILLUSION OF THE FREE 
EXPRESSION OF IDEAS IH THE MEDIA. 

To the new-comer or occasional viewer these shows can appear to 
present the most heated of debates. Often the guests and hosts yell 
at each other, hurl insults, and interrupt their opponent's 
attempts to speak. The shows even appear to be different: Crossfire 
and The Mclaughlin Group stand out in the loud and egomaniacal 
category (Pat Buchanan is a regular on both shows, as sell as on 
Capital Gang, Robert Novak used to be on McLaughlin and still 
appears on the others), while Washington Week in Review and Inside 
Washington are models of decorus Saa Donaldson and Leslie Stahl 
are shark-like interviewers, cynically laying traps for their 
slippery political prey with an eye on the all-important 
sound-bite, while the questioners on The NcNeil/Lehrer Newshour аге 
sycophantically polite to their predominantly right-wing "expert" 
quests. But these are only "surface" differences, designed to fool 
you into accepting the appearance of "discussion" as fact. 
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For on all these shows, the questions asked and the opinions 
expressed are always the same, always predictable, and always 
necessarily reflect the opinions held by the station owners, the 
editors, and their sponsors, the mega-corporations and THOUGHT 
POLICE who seek to control your will and bend it to SERUE THE 


DEATH MACHINE. Each move is carefully scripted, even 
"spontaneous" exchanges occur entirely within carefully drawn 
parameters. Never will the "conservative" pundits waver in their 
repetitive promotion of the Reaganoid doctrine. Each week its “the 
longest period of sustained growth in our nation's history", the 
need to restore “family values", the carefully couched alarmism 
aimed to provoke fear of the OTHER. The wimpy "liberals" can 
always be counted on to waffle, to appeal to "reason", that is, to 
lose. In this sense Mike Dukakis was the ultimate "liberal" 
TU-Pundit. When Reagan and his gang of thugs were caught selling 
guns to the hostage-taking, Narine-killing maniac Khomeini, the 
Democrats, handed a perfect issue on a silver platter, not once 
uttered the word “treason”. How much were they paid for this? Hill 
we ever really know? 

In their total predictability, these shows, with the clear 
division of the pundits into opposing camps, with blatant 
"villains" (Novak, Buchanan, McLaughlin) and "good guys" (like 
Gergen, Sheilds, Kinsley}, resemble nothing so much as the 
"interview" segments in Professional Wrestling. The wrestlers, 
though, are not only better actors, but are also actually less 
predictable. On Wrestling, sudden "conversions" from villian to 
good guy are quite common: tune out for six months and you might 
have missed, say, the transformation of the Big Boss Мап from 
sadistic brute to crusader for Justice. It's hardly likely that 
tomorrow Pat Buchanan will become a pinko. 

C-SPAN: з 

This cable channel provides live, continuous coverage of the U. 
S. Congress, but that's the least interesting aspect of its 
programming. The “waiting” parts are better; the reporters аге 
waiting on the steps of the Supreme Court, you can hear them 
mutterring about how boring it is, the weather, trying to pick up a 
date. When a group of kooks gives a press conference there on 
abortion or flags, C-Span carries it live, unedited. Best are the 
call-in shows. They run in the morning and evening, and are 
beseiged by crank calls. At least once a show, the Trilateral 
Commission, the CFR, and other favorites of conspiracy theorists 
are discussed. Host of the callers are Southern, aging, ignorant, 
reactionary, and prompted by orchestrated right-wing direct-mail 
campaigns. Keep up to date with the latest lunatic-right-wing 
paranoia every morning on C-Span. 
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RELIGIOUS SHOUS 

These are the main-stays of CULT TU programming and 
influenced profoundly the SELF-HELP and PRODUCT shows discussed 
below. These shows have received a tremendous amount of publicity 
in the last few years in the wake of the Jim and Tamay and 


Swaggart scandals, and Pat Robertson's mercifully failed 
presidential campaign. Despite this, the “secular media" (as the 
Born-Agains like to call it) has failed miserably to cover the 
Televangelist phenomenon with any real understanding of how it 
works. The coverage of the Jim and Tamay scandal by Nightline and 
others was in fact a concrete demonstration of the superior 
media-manipulation skills of the Televangelists. Even a relatively 
slick customer like Koppel couldn't prevent Jim and Tamay from 
taking over his show and turning it into a special addition of The 
PTL Club. When the Jim Bakker verdict came down, Sam Donaldson, 
with his usual bone-headed, ^ over-simplistic incompetence, 
completely misunderstood an interviewee's important point about 
"seed-faith" and the demented niracle-believin' theology of Jim and 
Tamay and other Pentacostal lunatics, which might actually have 
enlivened the conversation beyond the usual two-dimensional 
morality-masquerade that has defined almost ail Televangelist 
coverage. : 

Despite the loss of Jim and Tammy, whose daily psychodrama was 
some of the most fascinating television ever produced, and 
Swaggart, who remains "on" but not anywhere within range of this 
writer's cable-system (in western Massachusetts), there is still 
alot of truly unbelievable and demented  Jeezuz programming 
available to adventurous  cable-satchers. The best show is 
definitely Robert Tilton's incredible SUCCESS'H'LIFE, hailing 
fron Dallas, Texas, and shown on The Inspirational Network two ог 


three times a day (1 usually catch it at 7am EST). This great "seed 
faith" classic (send your "vow" (ie, cash, checks) to BOB, and you 


sill become rich/lucky/healed by THE LORD in return) has been 
thoroughly covered by Jayne Jain in EJECTO-POD *1 ($2 from 
2000 а), зо | will only add a couple of observations here. Close 
watching of the show reveals an incredible degree of repetition in 
Rev. BOB'S format and presentation. His whole “MIRACLE VOU OF 
FRITH* (send money) pitch is based on at most three short and 
obscure passages of Scripture. The sain story is a minor episode 
about a little widow woman sho baked a cake for Elijah even though 
she was about to starve to death. She made this cake from very 


The other side of the news 
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* If there issomething worth knowing, it's on “The 
700 Club." If there's something worth hearing, it's 
гоп "The 700 Club." If there's a topic that needs to be 
discussed, it’s on “The 700 Club." If there's a 
problem that needs to be solved, the solutions are 
demonstrated on "The 700 Club." 

The 700 Club" tells stories that need to be told 
about business, government, the home, education 
Sports, entertainment, and every human activity. 
There are unique perspectives on controversial 
topics, fascinating interviews, and enlightening 
feature reports. It's a fast-paced, total view of life as 
it's happening today. 

€. programs emphasis is on solutions 
alternative courses of action, positive perspectives 
on significant issues of our time. "The 700 Club" is 
not the same old news you've heard before This is 
BE the other side of the news. | 


A Cruel ог a Loving God? 


meager remnants of grain and, one assumes, an unappetizing portion 
of sand and dust. The message here is: even (especially) if you're 
down on your luck, aake a vos of money you don't even have TT 
c/o Rev. B0B (sho is God's Prophet, just like Elijah). God vill 
help you with the payments as the miracles kick in (check the 
mailbox for that unexpected check, etc..). That's it except for a 
few Stray lines from Psalms, Job, and occasionally from Paul 
BOB'S own personal Bible is marked for these few Passages which he 
quotes on every show. All the rest of the Scripture employed is 
provided directly by GOD HIMSELF speaking through his 
prophet . "Sayeth t^e Lord!" Rnd, say, did anyone else catch the 
ова: [09 appearance of fallen Rap-superstar "Run" of Run-DMC on 
Tilton's show? He did a complete testimonial about how his record 
sales fell off and he was really desperate until he sent a "vos" to 
Rev. Tilton. The dit ran at least twice. Tilton seems to be a 
little aore open to "hip" types than the usual super-conservat ive 
Televangelists. He even makes jokes about his 
abstract, "radical" hair-style. 

The Inspirational Network, the cable reanant of Jim and Tammy's 
once-Righty empire, was recently purchased by a NIS 
Televangel ist nared Morris Cerullo. He also bought Heritage 
Village. Apparently he outbid Richard (DRACULA) Roberts and is 
Dad Oral for the outfit. Roberts, Tilton, and Cerullo are all 
niracle-sorkin' faith healers and seed-faithers and have 
established а nes “style” for the chaotic Ex-PTL channel Th 
fire-breathing Pastor Fletcher Brothers, whose show, Roe eds 
FREEDOM VILLAGE, his Christian concentration camp for “troubled 
teens", was almost entirely devoted to exposes of SATANISN in 
rock тизјс, cartoons, TU-shous, etc., has apparently been dropped. 


increasingly 
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Cerullo has taken over his slot right after Tilton. Some horrible 
Christian kiddie shows, like ADVENTURES IN DRY GULCH starring 
"Gospel Bill", and an even sleazier production which apparently 
employed drug-addicts and sex-offenders as "performers" (this ‘show, 
whose name | have forgotten ..it was on about twice..also featured 
a severely retarded young man as a “yentriloquist"...he was uglier 
than his hideous hand-made dummy and very bad, his lips moved, he 
drooled, etc..no kidding) have also been cancelled to free up “air 
tine" for Cerullo's UICTORY telecast, brought to you by God's 
Victorious Army. | don't see how this guy can go very far. Cerullo 
has a penchant for shrieking at the top of his lungs, which are 
badiy shredded: he sounds like a cackling old pirate or a 
stock-company witch from MACBETH. He usually only appears in "live" 
footage from miracle-workin' services, and there is very little 
follow-up on the "healed" person's progress, unlike the grateful 
“yowers" who appear with Tilton. The pitching sections are left to 
Cerullo's pathetic, aging son, who talks about what "Dad" will be 
up to next week, about how you can order "Dad's" tapes, etc. Mr. 
Cerullo the Younger does not get to yell and scream or declare 
crusades or perform miracle cures. He's doomed to languish in Dad's 
shadow. He's a dissappointment. This poor guy is the most wretched 
televangelistic figure since Donnie Swaggart (cry-baby "fill-in" 
host for Jimmy during the Whorehouse Scandal) and the nameless 
love-child son of Pat Robertson, who filled in during his "Dad's" 
political misadventure. Only the reptilian Richard Roberts has 
managed to carve out a televangelical career comparable to that of 
his father. The lot of an egomaniacal televangelist's son is not an 
easy one. 

One traditional televangeoid program which has managed а 
comeback of sorts, unfortunately, is Pat Robertson's 700 CLUB. Pat 
still heals those hemorrhoids but his show has largely shifted from 
the PTL/Talk-Show format to a news-show production. And this "Heus" 
is so hysterically slanted as to make the networks appear almost 
objective. Reports deal with the ongoing attempt of the atheistic 
secular-humanist conspiracy to subvert and outlaw Christianity. 
Currently Pat is cooperating with the Rev. Donald Hildmon and the 
Nazi Senator Jesse Helms in the anti-"obscenity" campaign against 
art, rap music, and the like. He's also running endless propaganda 
on far right issues like school prayer and abortion. This guy is a 
menace and should be opposed by all readers of SO) Td. He's а 
living argument for the taxation of religion and the suppression of 
Christianity (too bad the Roman pagans didn't do a more thorough 
job back when there was still a chance!). 

Ün a recent 700 Club dedicated to the examination of Satanic 
pro-drug and sex messages in rock music, which managed to attack 
not only current faves like Prince but old warhorses like the 
Beatles and Elvis(!), Pat was joined by two former 60s rockstar 
guests: THE BYADS' Roger McGuinn and Barry (EVE OF DESTRUCTION) 
McGuire! These two former drug-crazed burnouts have now embraced 
the gospel o'Jeesus and came to cry and whimper while performing 
anemic versions of their past hits. To see such relatively 
once-admirable figures embrace the grinning, demonic former 
Armageddon Party candidate for Anti-Christ was shudderingly 
repellant but instructive. Hey kids: Don't make heroes out of 
Rock'n' Roll stars: they're unreliable and often stupid to boot! 

Speaking of Armageddon, | really miss what used to be my 
favorite Jeezovision program, THE KING 15 COMING, hosted by Dr. 
Howard C. Estep of World Prophetic Ministry, Colton, California, 
a true BAD-SAINT of CULT TU. Estep was a thin, aging PROPHET 
O'DOON whose inspiring predictions of annihilation were literally 
diagrammed each week on a abstract glass “black-board". His message 
was the familiar Hal Needam/Late Great Plant Earth routine in which 
the Book o'Revelations was interpreted as а point-for-point 
prophecy of THE END TINES, which ARE STARTING НОЦ. WORLD ENDS 
АНУ NIHUTE!: it's ALL IH THE BIBLE! Estep's presentation was 
great: he stood in a stark red-white-and-blue set, with that glass 
drawing -board, a stairway "leading to heaven", and а handy 
Bible-holdin' podium. What was inspiring about Estep was his 
passionate DESIRE for the EHD OF THE WORLD. He just couldn't 
wait for the cleansing rapture and purifying rain of nuclear 
fire. Estep was on every Sunday night on the CBH station in Boston 
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in the late 70s, just after Jerry Falwell. He was last seen (by me) 
on TRINITY cable network about 5 years ago, in a more sedate format 
with a younger assistant helping out with prophecy's of doom. Estep 
really fit the times...ten years ago, in the age of hostages, 
Afghanistan, and Reagan's rise to power, it was a pretty good bet 
that Armageddon was right around the corner. (1 wish | had ordered 
that set of 50 prophecy booklets that he used to offer every show. 
You could also accompany him on a charter tour of the “lost city" 
of Petra in the Jordanian desert..he said this was the only safe 
place for the "saved" during the impending apocalypse!) .. нт 


DR. HOWARD С. ESTEP Ss 


4 


PT Ca 455 THE 


CULT CONFESSIONS сом. 


| spoke to Estep on the ‘phone once, and was disappointed to find 
him rather impatient and suspiscious (can't imagine why!). | hope 
he hasn't passed away and missed the end of the world he looked 
forward to with such certainty and enthusiasm. You can get an idea 
of his basic presentation by watching GOD'S HEWS BEHIND THE HENS on 
Ihe Inspirational Network, The old crank who hosts this show is 
rather pathetic, still expecting the immanent outbreak of НИЗ, 
forced every day to debunk the evidence of Glasnost and the fall of* 
Communism is Eastern Europe. It's all a fraud to this guy. "It's 
later than you think!!!" The big map behind the "ness desk" 
remains green except for the RED STAIN that envelopes Russia and 
Eastern Europe. You can still buy prophecy books shich explain how 
the assasination of Sadat was the beginning of World Har 111! Maybe 
the world has ALREADY ENDED but we al! MISSED IT!! Find out: 
Watch GOD'S NEWS BEHIND THE НЕНЅ while you still can! 
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PRODUCT SHOWS AND "IHFONERCIALS": 

The so-called "INFOMERCIAL" phenomenon has recently received 
а smattering of press coverage, in the wake of hearings in 
Congress and an investigation by the Federal Trade Commission into 
possibly “misleading” elements in these show-length commercials 
which take the form of News and Talk-shows. If you're a regular 
reader of TEE az FRO (09009 you already knew about 
these mutations of program and commercial, which were discussed in 
CAUGITGN = ? by this author. That article concerned itself with 
the origins of this sort of mutated propaganda in the HERBALIFE 
programs of the early-to-mid-80s (1 vividly recall an HERBALIFE 
"special" which featured the horror of WAYNE HEHTON). What 
concerned me then was the "cultic" aspect of the infomercial shows: 
a phenomenon described as the CULT of the PRODUCT. On many of 
the product shows, the testamonials for such products as LINDA CHRE 
COSMETICS are presented as cleansing experiences of personal 
salvation. The parallel! with the miracle-healin' testimonials on 
Christian shows like SUCCESS'N'LIFE is total. On LINDA'S show (and 
others), "НЕН AGE" trance-music plays constantly during scenes of 
instruction and transformation, with the obvious aim of hypnotizing 
the viewer into unconscious belief in THE PRODUCT. 

Other shows use more mundane formats. If you're puzzled by 
Robert Vaughn as a “Consumer Newscaster", then shat about the ever 
popular STRAIGHT TALK woman's talk-show, hosted by ERIN GRAY, 
ex-Hilma Deering of TU's hideous BUCK ROGERS shos? This is on 
almost all the time, but it seems there's only one episode, the one 
featuring anti-cellulite crusader ANUSCHKA. I've examined the 
formal properties of this show already (in @-7). It mixes а 
bizarre variety of "acting" styles among its "guests" with Из. 
Gray's horrified, desperate display of humiliation. The "ads" which 
"interrupt" the show are in the LINDA tradition, with hypnotic, 
repetitive piano-tones accompanying the scantily-clad model who 
smears the stuff on her thin-thin thighs in loving closeup. These 
"breaks" are far more effective than the ghastly “talk-show” they 
"sponsor", 

No such formal problems plague the latest of the "НЕЦ RGE"/ 
CULT oriented INFO-SHOWS: RICHARD SIMMON'S DEAL-A-NEAL. This one 
is appallingly and shamelessly emotional in its exploitative appeal 
of the fears and insecurities of fat people in a thinness-obsessed 
society. Richard appears in a post-modern set representing his 
"home", complete with a little painted view out the window. He 
takes a call from a panic stricken follower, who seems to be the 
verge of suicide as a result of a weightloss crisis. "Don't worry” 
says the concerned Richard: “you can make it, l'm standing by for 
you.” | guess Richard is on-call 24 hours for any of his 
emotionally-disturbed bingers. The rest of the show is devoted to a 
series of interviews with successful deal-a-mealers, conducted 
while sitting on the floor of Richard's "home-studio". In these 
comfortable, unthreatening "nap"-sessions, the “DEAL-A-MEALERS” аге 
accompanied by “significant others" and other family members. To 
add to the atmosphere of maudlin intimacy, Richard's brother is one 
of the "saved" dieters. They are even joined by their mother, who 
you've seen on the repellant “SWEATIN' TO THE OLDIES 2" ads. 


Watching this half-hour is rather like being smothered to death 


under a pile of saccharrinely-perfumed pink throw-pillows while 
soothing new-age Muzak plays endlessly. This is seductive, CULT-TU 
brainwashing of the most dangerous and revolting kind. 


Arvin ТУ 


VISIBLE VALUE 


You can see the difference! 


The proliferation of these half-hour info-shows is truly 
amazing. | can't bear watching the half-hour “seminar” shows on 
real estate investment or postive-thinking type stuff. As soon as l 
see those mustachioed hucksters hyping against a backdrop of 
pala-trees and surf, | have to switch the channel. We can only hope 
that the current real-estate crunch (on the East Coast at least) 
will hasten the fall of these scumballs as it has that of 


About Ben Kinchlow... 


Ben Kinchlow is the co-host of “The 700 Club” 
and is a popular speaker throughout the United 
States and Canada. A 
one-time Black 
Muslim, Ben held a 
third degree belt in 
Karate and was a 
high-speed test 
driver. Prior to 
joining СВМ he 
directed an ограп- 
ization that rehabil- 
itated drug addicts 
and alcoholics. , 
-= BUT WHERE IS 
HE wow ?!1 


megamoghuls like Trump. There's also a show about impotence that's 
truly unwatchable. find the unspeakable John Davidson seems to be 
selling everything, including Dr.Feder's wrinkle treatment: he's 
one nightmare-creature who seems to have been artificially bred for 
this sort of show. Wolfman Jack's ghastly SOLID GOLD ROCK'H'ROLL 
show is а tape-package hype that includes зове of the all-time 


worst "musical" numbers ever staged: including a little girl 
"dancing" to ITSY BITSY TEENY WEENY etc. etc. which just might 
qualify as child-abuse (it's much worse than the so-called 
"child-porn" of Robert Mapplethorpe). 

But the most significant development in the IHFÜ-SHOHS aust be 


“the new multi-episode programs. Unlike single-episode "series"like 


STRIAGHT TALK, the multi-episode programs actually vary, however 
minimally. There was an older continuing show starring a blonde 
"hostess" which dealt alternately with Vicky LaMotta srinkle-cream 
and get-rich-quick schemes, whose name (if there was one) has 
escaped me, but this series has disappeared. Much sore effectively 
produced, and practically unavoidable, is a new series from 
Hollywood, AMAZING DISCOVERIES. This “show” is hosted by one MIKE 
LEVY, a young man who wears glasses and truly hideous sweaters, and 
looks and acts like nothing so much as a grotesque character played 
by SCTU'S Dave Thomas. Оп each show, "HIKE' is joined by a 
different product-pitching hypester. Two of the most frequently run 
"editions" feature a pair of diminutive, hyper-active English 
hard-sell artists who run all over the set with Mike, wiping away 
dirt and grime with a miracle-cleaner called "Astonish", or a 
miracle car-wax that resists flaming lighter-fluid, as the audience 
of appreciative onlookers cheers and applauds their antics. Mike 
"pretends" to be sceptical, putting "THE PRODUCT" to the “AMAZING 
DISCOVERIES CHALLENGE". But he also adds plugs for THE PRODUCT to 
his banter in a truly forked-tongued performance. The “Astonish” 
show is a model of facile fraudulence: THE PRODUCT is constantly 
promoted as “environmentally safe" without the slightest 
justification, at one point "MIKE" holds up a copy of USA TODAY 
(noted journalistic paradigm of truth) which has NOTHING to do 
with the. product in a blatant attempt to mislead. 

Other "editions" of "A.D." have featured pitches for WHITER 
TEETH and ANAZING MENORY POWER, but these shows are auch less 
"entertaining" than the Brit-shows. A fourth "edition", concerned 
with Astrology, of all things, has only aired occasionally, | зав 
it once. It ended with a disclaimer, "For Entertainment Use 


Only", which | must admit | found amusing. | wish they were forced 
to use this on all the... 


“HEH AGE” CULT SHOWS: 

The original and unbeatable “NEW AGE" show was undoubtedly 
"JOSEPH CAMPBELL AND THE POWER OF MYTH", a horrifying and dangerous 
program which shows perpetually on PBS during pledge-weeks. | 
reviewed this show at length іп the last issue of 82 ери. 
Other shows on PBS which would qualify include a number of other 
BILL MOYERS specials (one which featured a "Men's Therapy" guru who 
instructed grown aen in the healing benefits of crying like spoiled 
infants) have mercifully not "caught on" like the Nazi-istic 
Campbell. Leo Buscaglia, another "inspirational" speaker popular on 
PBS, is also roughly in this category. 

Luckily for me, | happen to live in one of the “NEW AGE” 
capitals of the world, Northampton, Mass., where any sort of 
holistic healer or psychic sclockmeister can succeed at making a 
100d living off of smilin’, brainless idiots who will believe 

ything. This is a college town, so many of these people are 
ndoubted!y teaching the next generation in our "higher" education 
system, which is a pretty frightening development. TRULY, we need 
the HiSDOn OF TIE (deus mu HOU ПОВЕ THAN EUER. 

On our local cable "public-access" channel, a number of "МЕН 
AGE" talkshows appear quite regularly. My favorite of these shows 
із METAPHYSICALLY SPEAKING, which | mentioned briefly in my JOSEPH 
CAMPBELL piece last time. "N.S." is hosted by Carol Voeth-Lavoie, a 
local "HEH-RGE" type, and is dedicated to “bringing you a more 
balanced and holistic lifestyle". The sponsors are Astrological 
Research outfits, New-Age Healing centers, and merchants who sell 
crystals and trance-tapes. Sometimes Carol has guests on her show: 
Macrobiotic cook-book writers, local assistant professors doing 
research on “The Goddess". Best are Carol's own shows, where she 
does her low-budget Joe Campbell imitation. Remember how Campbell 
would tell Bill some stupid myth and a series of drawings would 
appear to illustrate the story while he spoke? Well, on "I.S." 
Caro! does the same routine, but reads the story from a children's 
book she takes out from the public library, which she holds up to 
SHOW THE PICTURES. Just like UNCLE JOE, she also provides us 
sith her own unique “interpretations” of these fairy-tales: 
invariably, its the quest for enlightment and contentment sithin 


the SELF. 

What is truly great and trancendentally ENLIGHTENING about 
Carol's spontaneous and endearingly cheezy presentations is the 
instant. deconstruction of the slick technique of the SINISTER НЕШ 
AGE "YODA" CAMPBELL into its pathetically obvious essence. Thus 
METAPHYSICALLY SPEAKING performs the same BRD-TRUTH REVELATORY 
function for CULT TU as the GREAT BADFILNS do for the 
anaesthetizing big-budget films which we DESPISE. In its 
cheapness, its obviousness, its  antidotal пагсо-аузі іса! 
BRDHESS, NETAPHYSICALLY SPEAKING, unlike so much of CULT TU, is 
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Flying saucers tumble down the vis- 
lible spectrum like falling leaves from 
а place where legend lives. Names, dates, 
places, even hard physical evidence, 
become useless in a muddle of monsters 
| and а mystical realization of deep-seated 
fears. UFO events take on the personality 
of the witness, subjective experiences 
often parallelled but rarely duplicated. 
For every friendly, dome-headed E.T. 
there is a growling, swarthy dwarf to 
overturn pickup trucks and send drivers 
fleeing battered into the night. The 
experience derives much from the mind of 
the witnell, and where the mind lives 
in a culture of political intrigue and 
covert action the benefactors and malefac- 
tors personify that culture. 

You just saw e saucer land in the 
woods behind your home. You sit stunned, 
wondering what to do, who you can tell, 
when the phone rings. A strangely accented 
voice warns with veiled threats against 
revealing what you have seen. No-one 
could know about it, but the Men In Black 
know. They always know. 


Enormous black cars of indeterminate 
make cruise the night roads bearing trios 
of short and swarthy black-clad agents, 
their eyes concealed behind unusually 
tinted glasses. They stand stiffly, almost 
uncomfortably at the doors of shocked 
citizens who, only minutes before, have 
witnessed events explicable only in terms 
of flying saucers. With oddly fixed smiles 
they warn of the inadvisability of public- 
ity. Their credentials, if presented, are 
of an unknown governmental agency. The 
uniformed officer who, on occasion, they 
accompany, is of as dubious an origin as 
they. Knowing too much too soon, they 
name the members of your family with 
dark implication. It is YOU who know too 
much, апа who stand to suffer if that 
knowledge is revealed. 

The Men In Black gladly shoulder 
the burden of a thousand evils. Their 
black cars swarm through areas where 
sightings suddenly become commonplace, 
on the scene just before major calamity 
and just after isolated landings. The 


"mysterious" death of a noted UFO inves- 
tigetor is laid st their feet and they 
confirm by failing to deny. They busil 
mislead, misdirect and threaten those 

who, but for those threats, might pass off 
their sightings as too much of yesterday's 
spaghetti. 

What, then, is their sinister pur- 
pose? To suppress or to spread confusion? 
To frighten witnesses into silence or 
back-handedly spur them on to reveal the 
escalating mystery into which the inno- 
cent are plunged? 

The Man In Black is but one of а 
new host of crestures of legend, kindly 
or malicious, familiar or stunningly 
incomprehensible, which have crept in 
through the cracks of our supposedly 
stable reality, leaving а wake of mystery 
compounded by rumor and delusion. They 
are here, if they are here, as a factor 
just as vital to the structure of the 
legend as the beautiful Space-Brother 
or the miniature alien biologist. They 
are the part of the tale which warns 
of knowing too much ; and worse, of telling 
what you know. 
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Police and True 


Confession titles have 


UNH ers 


Police ang True Con- 


fession titles have all the 
enjoyable features of the 


Supernatural books (see 


last issue) except the 


supernatural bits. Death 
comes mostly by Sunshot, but 
the sexy gals are just as 


numerous. Е] Libro Policiaco, 


in füll color, Presents 


stories from imaginary Police 
organisations in Miami, 


M суда тв XO Vs Ate 


New York, 


New Orleans, San 


Francisco, and chicago, al 
reliably Standard in resul 
with criminals consistent] 
killed or Captured. Here a 
in the monochrome La Novel 
Policiaca there seems to 
be no Policy against pre- 
Marital or interracial sex 
Unusual themes do pop up, 


mind-contro] Cults, but 


Prevail. Cocaine is a free 


Quent cause оғ downfall, 
but marijuana never seems 


to appear, even in drug- 
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Such as computer viruses and 


common crime and drug themes 
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titles like "т Confess..." 


"The lockup," "Crime !r and the 


"Prohibiteg Themes of 
the Human Passions,' 
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AV ТАТ О RS OF sk OMORR OW "DEADLY MOONLIGHT" Ahmed Fishmonger 


‘The Earth convulses in EXE 
response to the Lunar 
demon radiation. 


p A 


The magnetic ray from the 
Moon shined down on а 
dormant volcano. 


Col. Rawlings and the 
|professor are called ЈЕ 
to the rescue. 


within the inferno stood the control tower, herein the Brain 
Masters, as Fishmonger colorfully called them, coaxed the 
levers and pulleys, switches and pedals that directed the complex 
in its ordained task. ; 

For 15 long months, the team labored with Fishmonger 
commanding via runners from a posh pub next to the Aviatrix 
Hall some 60 miles from the site. However, even after 37 major 
overhauls, the brain proved incapable of even the simplest 
mathematical computations. Soon the Leviathan complex was 
converted into the massive Manifest Destiny Distilleries, "Home 
of the Bottle with the Fez on the Label," the second largest 
producers of bourbon in the land at that time. The amber glow 
of "Fishmonger's Finest" helped to make the hard life of 
subjugating the Wild West less painful, and for many years 
countless hardened Indian fighers would shed a bitter tear of 
loss because of its absorption into the International Old Pal Trust 
in 1937. Fishmonger disappeared from public life and devoted 
himself to graphic experiments--of which Aviators of Tomorrow 
is but one of many. Although his fate remains a mystery, his 
silver auto-gyro was implicated in the rash of bourbon bottle 
accidents throughout the city... = ло 9٥ - 


AV IATONS OE TOMORROW "AN ALIEN DEALT WITII" 


And with utmost speed, they 


made for the port of San Francisco, |For at that very moment Ẹ 
"customs agents" boarded += 


the professor's yacht. 
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AHMED FISHMONGER: HOAX OR MADMAN? 


Very few of the urbane readers of "Auto-Gyro 
Gentlemen's Quarterly" knew, or for that matter cared, about the 
checkered and befuddling history of the be-fezed creator of 
Aviators of Tomorrow. Some may remember the visionary 
Newark Canal Project, or the abortive Painted Desert Airborne 
Diorama, but all would have at least a hazy memory of his 
greatest project: The Hydrolic Brain. This early "computer" 
was a landmark in the field of dead-end technology. 

Towering 14 stories above the Iowa cornfields, it 
became the "Gyro Navigation Beacon of Middle America" with 
its massive billows of dusky coal soot by day, and its warm and 
friendly red glowing sky at night. 20 freight trains full of the 
finest high sulfur #9 coal arrived both day and night in its 
heyday to fuel it, bolstering a sagging economy still reeling from 
the phantom gas works scandal. 47 out-of-work rubber 
workers were imported from Akron, Ohio to feed the 17 hungry 
boilers. 13 large rooms crammed with valves, gauges and 
pneumatic hydroengines were worked by 26 junior technicians. 


Ahmed Fishmonger 


In a last desperate shove 
Rawlings pushed the Lunar 
agent from the plane! 
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Unknown to them, this was 
the very moment the Lunar 
king chose to give the 
INVASION ORDER! 
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THANKS To REY DNE пате HELL- HEADLINES 
MAG” Po Box 5094 WINTERHILL FL. 32 743 
1 did not know that people could be so cruel! 1 did not know that people could be so kind. I 
e did not know that friends could turn so completely against you. I did not know that friends 
would be so true. | did not know that I was capable of hating so desperately. 1 did not know 1 
was capable of such undying love. I did not know I would feel such total confusion. I did not 
know 1 could experience such total peace. I did not know I could cry so hard. 1 did not know I 
could laugh so loudly. 1 did not know I could dislike God so much. 1 did not know I could love 
God so much. 


It hit like a bomb! My whole world flew to pieces in the space of three hours. One minute I 
was getting ready to go home from California after a long iliness, the next day I realized I 
would never be going home again. I watched on television the take over of a ministry 1 had 
helped to birth. 1 sat stunned as 1 listened to unbelievable lies, coming from the mouth of a 
man I had believed to be a Christian. “Jim, 1 screamed, how can he lie like that.” My heart 
was in ту throat as I listened to him call my husband every dirty thing I had ever heard. I had 
never heard a Christian talk like the man 1 was watching. He was the new leader of PT.L. he 
said. It was like a horrible nightmare! Surely 1 would wake up and everything would be 
allright. The shock that was continually registered on Jim's face as he watched and listened 
was a terrible thing to behold! It looked to me like his dark hair was turning grey overnight. 
My stomach was so sick all the time I could not even swallow. “Here Tammy, have half a 
sandwich.” “№, 1 can't,” became my standard answer. I didn't want to wake up in ће morn 
ing. 1 prayed to die! Where was God! Did He care that I was hurting so bad. Did He care that 
Jim lie, curled up in a fetal position for hour after hour. Did He care that Jamie Charles was 
begging to go home to Charlotte to see his little friends. Did He care that Tammy Sue in 
desperation had run away! Did He care that we were going to have to sell everything, our 
house, our car, to survive! Did God care! Oh God, do you care that my stomach hurts so bad! 


Falwell says you've got to move out of the parsonage immediately! 1 heard those words and ter- 
ror gripped my heart. It was real! 1 had to move my family out of the only home we had known 
jor years. We had raised our children there, we had put our marriage back together in that 
house. Max and Snuggles and Muffie our dogs were there, playing in their yard! Tinkerbell and 
Hooter, our kittens were there. It was also their house. I thought of our bedroom, our place! 
My little sitting room where for the last nine years I had gotten ready every day to do the Jim 
and Tammy Show. My little place of refuge where 1 ran when things got too tough. What would 
® 1 do without “ту place." I thought of our bed, where the plans to build the crystal palace 
were still laying. I thought of all the plans that had lain on that bed. Plans for the Heritage 
Grand Hotel, the plans for the girls home, the plans for Fort Hope, the plans for Farm Village 
and Kevins House. The grand tower plans and the plans for a retirement village eva dias di Jim 
* would scan them by the hour as I lay next to him reading, watching television or getting ready 
for the next day of shows. How I longed for my bed! The place of safety for me. Our place of 
rest after a hard day. How could a man named Falwell take that from me! Did he not under- 
stand about home, about children, about dogs and kittens... . . 1 cried till 1 could cry no 
more as | moved us out of our house. The courts were there to make sure we didn't take 
anything that belonged to the ministry. They went through all of the boxes as we packed them, 
and with red marking pens put marks on our furniture that will never come off. “This cannot 
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be the United States of America,” I sobbed. Please let me take our bed! Please don't make те . 
leave our bed! I thought of the Jewish people, being thrown from their homes in Russia and 1 
knew how they felt! What had they done to deserve such terrible treatment. What had we done? 
Why... Why...... The house was finally emptied of nine years of living. 1 could not 
bring myself to leave! 1 had to spend one more night in my place. Just one more night! As I lay 
on the floor in the dark, empty room I had known for so many years Tuppins, my puppy, licked 
at the tears running down my face and dripping on ће floor, ‘‘Oh Tuppins,’’ I sobbed, ‘‘Why 
has God forsaken me?'' The next morning I walked away. “‘Oh how I wish that my arms were 
long enough to hug you dear house,’ I cried. 


Someone's car drove me to Gatlinburg, Tennessee. At least we, unlike the poor Jewish people, 
had a place to go I thought as we drove along. Three hours later our car pulled up in front of 
the Gatlinburg garage. Nine years of boxes flooded out of that garage. There amidst them stood 
my desperately tired husband. 1 flew into his arms. We stood there not knowing what to do, not 
even knowing what to say io each other. We just stood and looked at the mountain of boxes that 
needed to be unpacked into that little house that was already full. It looked like an impossible 
Job, and my stomach hurt so bad! The song I had sung to others so many times came to my 
mind. и can make it, You can make it, I don't care what's going wrong, your God won't let 
it last too long, for you're not in this thing alone, You can make і.” We unpacked for days! 
Jamie's toys, Sissy’s little girl things, pots and pans, dishes, knick knacks of every description. 
They brought back memories of my frequent trips to the Charlotte flea market . . . . clothes, 
shoes, purses, my Jim and Tammy Show wardrobe. On and on... . . it seemed like it wouid 
never end! I walked out to get another box and there stood Jim crying as if his heart would 
break. 1 looked and he was unpacking his office. His beautiful office, reduced to a few card- 
board boxes. Falwell had not even let him back into his office building so he could pack his 
own office. It was the first time he had gotten a chance to see his things......... 1 
quickly left. His hurt was too bad to watch. I heard a terrible thud! The book shelves we had 
Just loaded with books had fallen down and the books were lying all over the floor. A true pic- 
ture of our lives І thought! Jim found me later sitting in the middle of them crying . . . . still 
crying! Would the crying never end? Oh God, Please help me. I've prayed that prayer a thou- 
sand times. It was a few days later that Jim informed me that we no longer owned the Gatlin- 


burg house. I didn't even care, 1 didn't even care, I didn't even care... . . _. + You can only 
hurt so bad, the threshold of pain only goes so deep and then it's just pain... .. . it's just 
pain! 


It's been over a year now and we are still alive! The tears don't come as often anymore. They 
come at unexpected times. A familiar face, a voice, someone comes up and says, ^I love you,” 
1 never know when it could happen. In the car, at the shopping center, or just at home clean- 


Sometimes anger still overwhelms me as I think of the unfairness of the situation. But who ever 
said that life was fair? I think often of how do you restore a reputation that has been so severe- 
ly damaged by other people's lies. Then I think of the verse in the Bible that says “Ала He 
made Himself of no reputation.” We certainly are no better than Him! 

Jim has made it through by reading his Bible thru time and time again, I still have a hard time 
reading the Bible. My songs have helped me to make it through. Songs like ''God's Not 
Through Blessing You.'' The words are: “А man one day lost every dime to his name, His best 
friends even said he was through. But God said, Job, your best days are just ahead, for God's 
not through blessing you!"’ | always think that Jim's initials are JOB. And, I think of the end of 
Job. The Bible says that the end of Job was far greater than his beginning. Job said, ‘‘Though 
God slay me yet will I trust Him." God gave Job twice as much as he had before, the Bible 
says. Maybe someday there will be two Heritage USAs, Two PTLs....... De 


I think Гуе learned what faith is. 1 think it simply means ‘don't worry''! So, I try not to worry 
and to leave the outcome of our lives in the hands of God. He created the whole world in 
seven days. Surely taking care of Jim and me and the kids can't be that hard a job for Him. 


Do 1 worry that the people now in control of PTL say we can never retum? NO! Mere mortal 
words have nothing whatsoever to do with God's plan for our lives. Whether we go back or not 
remains in God's hands and His alone. 


‚ One of the songs on ту new album says: ‘‘We're walking on the edge of a miracle, those walls 


are coming down, this is the seventh day and it's the seventh time around. So shout the shouts 
of victory as you hear that trumpet sound, for we're walking on the edge of a miracle and 
those walls ARE COMING DOWN! 


This record was born out of great hurt and almost unbearable suffering. But I thank God that . 
He has promised ‘‘Victory is Ours!" R 


I would like to take this opportunity to say thank you to a man named Jeff Franklin who paid 

for the production of my new album. At a time when I felt I could never sing again, nor did I 

ever want to sing again, he came into our lives. I will never forget the first few faltering notes 
that came from my throat in that recording studio. I will never forget the moment the notes and 
words ceased to come from my throat and began to surge from my inner most being. The Bible 
says that "ош of your inner most being shall flow rivers of living water." I trust the words to 

these songs will become living water to your soul, as they did to mine. 


1 would love so much to share with you the music that meant so much to me during a very try- 
ing time, a very hurting time in my life. 


Jg^ , 
ДУР га j ef, 
Gr 
PS. 


Jeff says that he will be releasing the record in about 30 days. We will get it to you as soon as 
we possibly can upon release. 


THE CLOWN 


How many times have you experienced a twinge of fear welling 


up just beyond the borderline of the subconscious. an unnameable by 


DREAD pulling on your nerves like a hunchback pulling a bell rope, 
and all because of the seemingly harmless yet leering death's-head 
visage of a....clown?? 

Clowns permeate our culture despite the fact that few pay any 
attention to them. Most everyone seems bored and disinterested with 
clowns these days, and tends to tune them out. But what lurks 
under the greasepaint? 

There are essentially 3 kinds of clowns : 'good' ones. 'evil' ones, 
and just plain useless and boring ones. I include the third category 
out of statistical certainty they must exist, though I have yet to 
encounter a unremarkable clown. 

In my research I have encountered many clowns of various alignment. 
In Atlanta I encountered a femininely androgynous clown aboard the 
Subway. She or he was an extremely psychedelic clown with a THIRD EYE 
painted on the forehead, and S/he smiled and radiated a powerful sense 
of energy. joy, and happiness. Robert Anton Wilson says in his COSMIC 
TRIGGER that the mystic Sufis are 'notorious for disguising themselves 
as clowns'. Could I have been facing just such a specimen? Or maybe 
s/he was just wearing pheromone cologne.... 

In New Orleans I found many clowns who were just the opposite. I 
could feel the 'bad vibes' coiling outward from them. Mean, scary face 
paint, slouching around and shaking maracas in the faces in small 
children and scaring the shit out of them, frowning and glaring, yes. 
these were clowns with BAD ATTITUDES. This was long before I became 
an ardent observer of clowndom, and I thought little about it. One 
mean clown in particular I remember in the French Quarter had a thick 
growth of stubble poking through his face paint and was chomping a 
cigar, reminding me of Obnoxio The Clown of CRAZY magazine. 

The scariest clown I have seen by far, however, was recently in 
Lexington, Kentucky. Horrendously evil-looking face paint and passing 
out religious tracts. I cursed myself for not carrying any Subgenius 
literature on me to give in return, as I usually do. The tract he 
handed me in grim silence was "Facts about Card Playing". a very 
primitive fundamentalist rant about the satanic power of playing 
cards. I was well pleased to see a weird clown and get a new tract to 
add to my library of kook literature, all in one stroke. 

Then I saw a man toss his tract to the sidewalk after encountering 
the clown. I ran to pick it up. It was "Life After Death?", a KRISHNA 
TRACT! I stood upstreet from the clown and stopped a couple more 
people who had received literature from the clown. One had received a 
Christian tract denouncing television, and the other got a page that 
had been ripped out of the Book of Mormon: 

I ran to a friend's apartment who had some SubG propaganda. He 
drove us both back there and we gave the clown a copy of "Eternal 
Salvation or your Money Back!", with a copy of KDV's "What is..IT?" 
tucked inside. His eyes lit up and he laughed an evil laugh of 
recognition, and tucked it inside a side pouch of the black duffel 
bag full of tracts he was carrying. turned away from us and refused 
to answer us or acknowledge our presence further. We sat watching 
him from a distance for awhile, and finally gave it up and left. 

Neither I nor anyone else I know in Lexington has ever seen the 
clown before or since that day. None of the few Subs or quasiSubs in 
the area claim to know anything about it. 

Of course, the first thing that entered our minds was the "Bozo 
Cult" of Subgenius legend. Whoever the clown was knew who "Bob" was. 
Probably a Rogue Subgenius, I decided. since the Bozo Cult doesn't 
REALLY exist. Or does it? This clown stuff gets pretty creepy and 

W e 


The clown, figure of pathos and of fun, is the true aristocrat of the circus t 
Hie bizarre make-up and attire have not changed for centuries. 


Jeffrey Holland |, 


RUTHLESS SCIENTIST 
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Piresign Theater routine, or is it something more? Either way, it's 
Probably becoming a self-fulfulling prophecy anyway. 

There IS a sort of "International Clown's Union", I've been told, 
and there are subgroups within the group, each with different angles 
and purposes, and many with codes and vows of secrecy. Kinda like 
Freemasonry for Clowns and mimes. And then one remembers the Shriners, 
who employ clowns copiously in their events and newsletter graphics, 
and who frequently sponsor circuses.... 

In Sudan, two neighboring tribes, the BOZO and the DOGON, live in 
conditions just above the stone age; yet they know in jaw-dropping 
detail exact mathematical data regarding astronomy, especially the 
Star Sirius, which is impossible to see without powerful telescopes. 
Other writers have delved into this mystery in detail. We shall 
concern ourselves here with these Savvy savages who claim their 
knowledge of the stars has been passed down in legend since the visit 
of "people from the Sky" long, long ago. 

Absurd though it may sound, consider for a moment : an African 
tribe called the Bozo, who have compelling evidence toward a visit by 
extraterrestrials. This tribe, like many others, employs extremely 
clownlike masks and makeup in its ceremonies. A recent film came out 
called "Killer Klowns from Outer Space". The film is a disappointing 
attempt to make a cult film by idiots who haven't a clue how, but the 
clowns themselves are quite effectively frightening, and one line in 
particular shone through the dreck - Someone theorizes that the 
"Ancient Astronauts" that supposedly visited and guided Earth in ancient 
times LOOKED LIKE CLOWNS, and our tradition of clowns are but a dim 
buried memory of the past. Sometimes I almost believe it. 

Tracing the clown's development through history, we find it blurs 


IMMORAL MINISTER 


and puppetry based on those same rituals, and "The Fool", an amalgam E = БЫ 

of early clown traditions, employing often dark comedy. and B E Y | ‘ 

traditionally thought of іп а King's court setting, entertaining the PY | 1 \ i TN A, Ji 
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audience. Today they are seen in practically every deck of playing 4 K 
cards as "The Joker" and in the "Fool" in -Tarot.. F @) | £9 

An interesting coincidence comes from the comic book and TV show Uf [= U 

: с = ә : AN, А, 
Discordian kind of guy worth studying in his own right. A few years 
ago acid-funk performer Prince adopted the Joker's wardrobe to ant z 
except for the green hair. Nobody seemed to notice the connection. It 
has been speculated that Prince is a member of the Sufi, or a Sufi-like 
movement. There is much in Prince's lyrics to back this up, and it all 
brings us back to the Sufi/Clown connection. Clowns also appear often 
in Prince's albums and in his films. 

As I said, Clowns are everywhere in society despite general boredom 
with them, and many of them, I'm sure, are just regular nice guys out 
to sell balloons and entertain kids. But if we keep our eyes open, we 
find more than we expect. Good advice would probably be not to be alone 
with a clown at any time, even if its in the mens room at the goddamn 
county fair. Also I would caution the reader against consuming any 
food, snack, or drink handed you by a clown, especially one of dubious 
nature. For every handful of Larry "Bozo" Harmon friendly clowns out 
there, there also lurks an evil "Pennywise", as seen in Stephen King's 
"It" (check out the Prince song of the same name!), or John Wayne Gacy, 


the evil clown who .... well, YOU know. 

ADDENDUM: 
The above article was written in February 1989 specifically for 
KOOKS magazine but never sent. Since then, several events have ; $ 
come to pass. Foremost is the film BATMAN, with Jack Nicholson фй 
as the killer clown The Joker, and with a soundtrack by none ч 
other than Prince himself! I've also been told that several f 
SubGeniuses worked on the "Killer Klowns" film. Though I've i E 


warmed to the film a bit more, I still maintain that it is a 8 TING S 
prime example of how DELIBERATE badfilm is doomed to failure, SS 


as Ivan Stang himself has noted. Lastly, the pantheistic clown 


of Lexington has not been spotted again, but I like the oer L Opening 
So much, I'm considering taking up where he left off, an urge = бис E 
others to do the same in their towns. February 10 8:00 11:00 P.M. 
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BOZO THE CLOWN 


JAYNE JAIN LENNEDY 


STILL SPREADING 
LAUGHS, MESSAGES 


( "pretty in pink from. Stava, 
pretty in pink from hair bow 
to party shoes, leaned against 
her mommy's knees as she waited 

- in the crowd. She seemed awfully 
alm considering she had waited all 
er life for this moment. 


Yes, that 

archetypical moment when 
she could prostrate her 
young, virginal form at 
the rubber clad feet of 
the flame headed icon of 
her bankrupt culture! 
Maybe the 6-year-old was too 
oung to grasp the full import of 
[е occasion. It wasn’t lost on her 
other. “I waited 28 years!” Deb- 
bie Stava exclaimed. “When we got 


the tickets I went bonkers for 
Bozo!” 


Unsatiated by the 
commodity fetishisms 
that rule her waking 
hours, only Bozo tickets 
inspires passion in the 
jaded soul of Stava, 
slave to a culture which 
she lacks the courage or 
vision to transform, and 
which instead holds her 
captive in it's spidery 
web of soul-stripping 
seductions. 


Waiting for Bozo is as quintes - 
fentially Chicago as deep dish pizza 
or the Cubs’ Bleacher Bums. Tick- 
ets for “The Bozo Show," the 
longest running children's program 
on television, are so much in de- 
mand that parents order, them 

efore their children are born. 


Like deranged fairy tale 
characters offering up 
the flesh of their flesh 
to repulsive 
manifestations of the 
societal id such as 
Rumpelstiltskin, addled 
parents actually hunger 
for the day that they 
might surrender their 
offspring to the raging 
maniac WILL of Bozo. 
Nancy Vanau ordered cight tick - 
ets while pregnant with her first 
child. Nine years and five kids 
later, she finally got the word that 
her time had come. 
Yes, Nancy, your time 
HAS come. The Master has 
plans for you, and his 
evil, clownish minion, 
Bozo, is the stun gun 
that will guide you down 
the stainless steel 
chute that is your 
sterile, naive mind. 


| des Watson and her husband 
ИМ received four Bozo tickets 
[rom a neighbor when they were 
married “It wus 2 gro! wedding 
present,” Watson recalls. “I re- 
member thinking: ‘Gee, what will 
we be doing in 10 years?” 


Well, Karen, you would 
be festering in a morass 
of impotent desired, 
your sole focus in life 
being that day when four 
sad and worry worn 
tickets would carry you 
to the bowels of horror 
in which your pathetic 
"god", Bozo, exists ina 
constant state of 
falsely maintained 
hysteria. 


The reservation list for the show 
became so unmanageable that it 
was frozen 10 years ago at 200,000 
names. WGN-TV, the Chicago 
based superstation that produces 
Bozo five days а week, 155 shows a 
year, recently got down to the final 
few names. It briefly opened a 
Special telephone number a few 
Weeks ago to take ticket requests 
for ihe next five years. 


An audience, frozen for 
ten years - ten years of 
strain and tension as 
the chosen dupes await 
their turn to be aroused 
and humiliated by the 
demented clown-lord. 


, Mlinois Bell logged about 27 
million attempts in Illinois alone. 
And since the program is also 
carried on cable systems through- 
out the United States and parts of 
Central and South America, ticket 
requests poured in from thousands 
of miles away as well. 


Oh,’ Bozo, who stomps 
about the Global Village 
in his obscenely 
elongated shoes, whose 
distorted visage haunts 
the continents and 
causes a fervor to flow 
through the phone lines 
as the world clamors for 
an unholy messiah in 
grease-paint! 


‚ ‘The 140,000 tickets were 
snatched up in 54% hours. 

5 1/2 hours of phone 
circuit frenzy in which 
the half-dead scramble 
for a place under the 
flaming hair-do of the 
evil Bozo-creature. 


\ 


Julie Ursin, a Los Angeles resi- 
dent who grew up in Chicago, 
ordered four tickets even though 
she has no children. "My sister has 
a newborn and wanted them so 
badly that I made an extra effort to 


‚ call," she says. Ursin plans to come 
- to Chicago for "The Bozo Show" 


and will bring “my sister, her child 
and maybe if [ have one in five 
years... . I don't anticipate seeing 
the tickets for several years.” 


Or your soul, either, 

oh Julie, as you walk in 
a half-dead stance 
towards the mirage of 
your psychically tainted 
Bozo tickets. 


Поле has been around for more 
than half а century and has even 
entered the lexicon as а slang term 
lor а 001." The character was 

Стелі for children's records, but 

made its way onto the television 

Screen when Larry Harmon, the 
Los Angeles actor who was the 


voice of Pozo, bought the rights t 
the clowirin 1954, pepido 


As if one might 
copyright pure evil! 
Ha! Ha! Ha! Larry - 
perhaps you are the 
biggest Bozo dupe of 
all, thinking the horror 
that is Bozo might be 
contained through mere 
bureaucracy! Oh vain 
human! Surrender to the 
MASTER now, Larry, al- 
leged "keeper" of the 
Bozo horror unit, and 
Save yourself years of 
self-deception! 


Ме franchised the character to 
more than 80 local stations across 
the country, including one in 
Washington, D.C., where Willard 
Scott. now the weatherman on 
"ihe Today Show," played the 
clown. Today, only a few locally 
prodneed Bozo shows remain, but 
hove come close to the success of 
the Chicago version. 


Yes, Chicago, where 
gargoyle fitted stone 
monoliths rise high over 
the nation's stockyards, 
full of squealing, 
hormone fed four-legged 
protein units, which 
are, in an ironic twist 
of fate, consumed by the 


Waiting for Bozo: In Chicago, they take а clown seriously: 


э 


also hormone fed two- 
legged protein units 
that make up the Bozo 
audience. 


“This, by local standards, is a 
large production,” said producer 
Allen Hall, who has been with the 
show since it premiered here in 
1961. “Most stations can't afford to 
do this kihd of thing.” The show's 
prop cage has floors of costumes, 
laugh-getters like a real 15-gallon 
hat and shelves chock full of rub- 
ber chickens, turkcys, salamis and 
a host of other unedible edibles. 
Yes, for Bozo is a "god" 
who mocks.his own 
followers, seeming to 
offer psychic substance, 
material goods, and 
Spiritual understanding 
when all he truly has to 
offer his believers is 
rubber frauds and stale 


mirth. 


Cavorting with Bozo under the 
yellow, red and blue studio big top 


is Cooky, a round, naive clown who 
is often the target of the scason's 15 
to 20 cases worth of shaving cream 
pies and Wizzo, a magician decked 
out in Arabian garb. And there is 


Professor Andy, the show's spike- 
haired musician, a preteen heart- 
throb who regularly gets perfumed 
love letters from young fans. 


Professor Andy, 
androgynous love totem 
to the pubescent girl- 
children, sensuous but 
nor too threatening as 
he is rendered nearly 
impotent under the 
unnerving asexuality and 
relentless "comic" 
desperation of the 
Bozoid itself. 


Lessons in morality lose out to 
pratfalls and banana peels. Never- 
theless, Hall likens Bozo to Mr. 
Rogers, the popular children's 'TV 
host, in that both communicate 
with kids. "They're like members 
of the family. The kids feel like 
they're watching friends." 


Lessons in morality lose 
out to pratfalls, yes, 
but also to the sinister 
machinations of the 
cruel Bozo. "Friend?" 


Ш 
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Oh, yes, "friends" like 
the other cultural 
vampires that flit 
across our television 
Screens, sucking the 
moral marrow from the 
bones of our weary and 
overwrought tribe. 


Festooned in his thick stage 
makeup and bright orange wig, 
" Bozo (actor Jocy D'Auria) agreed. 
"You get little kids, little tiny ones, 
and they say ‘I love you Bozo,” 
the 38-year old one-time stand-up 
comic said before a recent taping. 

* “That makes you melt.” 


And so it should. 
"Actor" Joey D'Auria! 
Melt! Melt! Melt! 
Melt in the heat of the 
misguided trust of an 
innocent child, raised 
in the daunting shadow 
of the looming Bozo 
tickets his parents 

waited so long to 
possess! 


Boe Bozo, D'Auria performed 
in Los Angeles comedy clubs. 
As Dr. Flameo, he screamed in key 
as he placed his hand over various 
sized candles. His act won on “The 
Gong Show” and gained the atten- 


LU DECUS ~ 
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· Squealed! 


tion of Johnny Carson's bookers. 
D'Auria sent a copy of his appear- 
ance on the talk show to WGN-TV 
when Bob Bell, the original Chica- 
Бо Bozo, retired in 1984. The rest із 


history. 

D'Auria, the spirit 
mount that takes on the 
malevolent energy of the 
Bozo-thing in the way 
that a voo-dooist allows 
the loa to penetrate 
their being, over-riding 
the humanity of the 
individual to further 
the cult. So too does 
D'Auria's aura dis- 
integrate under the 
spell of the mocking 
clown-beast. You were 
better off when you 
merely flirted with the 
flames! Now you step 
through the fiery vale 
every time you emerge 
into our time-space 
frequency as the Bozo! 


“I have the best job in the whole 
world,” Bozo/D'Auria squealed. “I 


get to make people happy and I 
love doing it." 


Squealed! 
Need we comment any more 
on the inner torment 


that D'Auria tries to 
mask with desperate 
enthusiasm? 
Although each program is taped 
a week in advance of its air date 
editing is considered ta^oo. Ever 
the plea from a boy ‘+ho once 
` whispered: “I gotta go to the bath- E 
t room" into Bozo's hidden micro. 


;phone was aired. 7 
An accident? Surely 
not! 


Most likely this 
Was a child possessing 
unique resources that 
allowed him the insight 
to see beyond the cheesy 
facade of the Bozo Ter- 
ror Generator. Knowing 
his curdled culture's 
odd fondness for "bath- 
room" humor, he used 
their Systematized and 
obvious reaction to his 
performance in order to 
escape the white-gloved 
Claws of his captor. 


Skits are spiced with sight gags: 
One clown hitting the other with a ` 
- 6-foot sponge mallet. And there 
yare the old jokes: Bozo's brother is 
| getting married to a two-headed ) 
lady. Asks Cooky: “Is she pretty?" 
Answers Bozo: “Well, yes and no." 


Old jokes, yes, jokes so 
ancient that we might 
gag on the dust of them. 
So old that they might 
possess microbes of the 
Black Death upon them. 
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_the Grand Prize 


So old as to have 
nestled in the navel 


lining of the mastodons! 


Everybody's favorite feature is. 
Game when a boy : 
and a girl are randomly selected to 1 
toss Ping-Pong balls into six buck- i 
ets, each a bit farther away than : 
the last. Parents fondly recall, 
practicing at home when they were’. 
only knee high. Children anxiously 

A achance to win a bicycle and ~ 


In their pathetic 
attempts to please their 
"god" and acquire 
glimmering commodities, 
these spiritually 
degenerated masses, 
corrupted even in their 
earliest youth, begin a 
regime of odd self- 
improvement in order to 
Serve both their heavily 
cosmeticed high priest 
of.the cathode ray tube 
and their own lustful 
material yearnings. 


Andrea Stava was lucky enough; 
to win the chance to play ‘the’ 
Grand Prize Game. Нег arm wasn't ^ 
strong enough to get past the third. } 
bucket but she still took home a: 
bounty of gifts, and got a big hug |} 
from Bozo. What did she like best?’ : 
"Everything," she said. "I like 
everything!" г 


For you, Andrea, in your 
woefully misguided ad- 
miration, all WE can do 
is weep.Weep.Weep... 


Yarn 


je rl example of Proto- 
Стоп skull found near 


North Magnetic Pole. 
Note primitive bony 
spurs ; Hairy tufts 
would take their place. 
Early to mid Rubber-Age 
nomadic hunter was _ 
killed by mastodon; only 
those who learned to 
vulcanize soft spear- 
tips were to survive. 


Anti-Zontar priests prepare to baptize 
robot-drone in vain effort to sway the 
masses away from the benevolent alien. 
Baby.robot has dim future; unwill- et" 

ing and souless minion faces life with IS THE 
no hope, first at barrack-like toddler | 5 : 
camp serving "needs" of selfish and brut- | MAGAZINE 


ish priests, then into trenches as doomed FOR 


fodder in stupid struggle against Zontar. 
Broken body will then go to feed comrades, | 
residue will be sloughed off in protien 
vats hidden beneath vatican. 


Sadie was a lady—only she wasn’t! 


FACT 


CHAPTER THREE 


Sadie was a 240 lb., 35 year old man. 

That was in Portland, Oregon, the beautiful 
green, wooded area where rains are wet, where men 
are men and the women are proud of it. Sadie was 
an exception. And, as her future exploits proved, 
‘she’ and Paul Bunyan could have made a good 
team, if Sadie’s talents had changed directions, and 
‘she’ had decided to become a lumberjack instead 
of a lumber jill. 

Sadie's talents finally petered down to being а 
truck driver; a delivery man; a common purveyor 
(or maybe not so common.) The only thing he 
owned in all his life was a beaten-up truck, and 
that was his only livelihood. Sadie would place ads 
in the papers and was available for small moving 
jobs; short deliveries and small time contracts. 

Sadie’s money never quite covered his real ex- 
pense, His pastime; his secret love; girl's clothing. 

He kept his treasured wardrobe of feminine at- 
tire both in his rooms and in a secret compartment 
at the back of his panel truck. When the mood took 
hold, he stopped, climbed into the back and 
changed from Stephen to Sadie. But first, his ritual. 
Sadie would open the secret closet and gloat over 
his collection of satins, silks, sweaters, dresses, 
blouses, nightgowns and panties, He favored sheath 
dresses, but his great hulk didn’t really look good 
in them. As a matter of fact he didn’t really look 
good in any of them. He just loved girls’ clothes 
and was going to wear them whenever he wanted. 
His transformation from Stephen to Sadie never 
took too long—Stephen had perfected his change- 
over. Sadie would step from the back of the truck 
as an overweight blonde, in women’s slacks and 
cardigan sweater. Then she would complete her 
deliveries, smiling and happy, and no one was the 
wiser. 

. That particular night, however, Sadie’s mood 
was strangely different, overwhelming, too demand- 
ing—even in his beautiful blonde wig, high spike 
heels, pink fuzzy sweater and matching skirt, Sadie 
felt a strange, strong urge. Something was missing 
—even the beautiful clothes, the make-up, the 
perfume was not enough. 

Then he saw her, and knew what he must do. 
Sadie followed the cashier from the theater, with 
the truck lights dimmed, and it happened . . . 

Ma and Pa Stormsven were of the old school— 
drinking, loving, brawling products of the timber 
country. Pa was proud of his strength, his capacity 
for beer, and his Greta. 

And then came their proudest moment ... when 
Stephen was born, their one and only son. Papa 
Stromsven really believed life was at its peak. He 
propped the fat, crying bundle on his broad 
shoulders and carried him around the camp, show- 
ing his chubby, healthy heir to his cronies at the 
lumber camp. 

Stephie remembered those wonderful days—he 
was the beloved of everyone. Papa boasted—“Sto- 
phie will make the best timber topper in the whole 
Northwest.” It was a happy, caretree life, and his 
Papa loved him, and took him everywhere. 

And then came that night when he hadn't felt 
very good—those horrible dreams, waking up, 
drenched in sweat, then waking up with bis throat. 
so parched he couldn't talk—and the horrible pains 
in his neck and legs. 

One day, he was healthy and strong—it seemed 
like the next day he lay on the bed, with Greta 
hovering over him, anxious and sweaty. And Ste- 
phie remembered Papa, impatient, scowling, ner- 
vous. 
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Polio ... Stephen never completely recovered. 
His left leg was almost useless—it had become a 
withered stick, never strong enough to walk on 
again without the hated brace he had to wear. 
Stephen shuddered, thinking about it. The horrible 
binding, torture chamber. It covered him from his 
shoulders to his foot, binding him across the chest. 
But Stephen became used to that pressure across 
his little titties. Sadie looked down at the padded 
brassiere, and remembered that when the brace was 
removed, he felt strangely naked. But now the 
pressure was back again, the tight, black padded 
brassiere. Now he was alive again. 

The brace was a hated thing to young Stephie, 
but it became his own suit of armour. Papa could 
not stand the fact that he had not fathered a son, 
but a weakling. Papa’s pride dwindled when he saw 
the pitiful relic of his proud boasting. The other 
children at the camp always made fun of Stephie, 
the gimp, as he limped pathetically on his one good, 
one bad leg. But Mama Greta’s heart was dying 
inside. Stephen remembered how she used to cud- 
dle him in her arms, across her big bosom, and 
whisper, “Never be afraid, little one, remember you 
are a part of me, and I will never let you be hurt. 

„Don’t worry about the cruel world, there is always 
a way.” 

Stephen remembered how Mama Greta would 
slide her plump fingers along the brace, and then 
lovingly hold him in her arms. 


“Don’t fret, my little Stephie, I will make you 
the pride of the lumber camp. You will have the 
best clothes—I will make you the prettiest опе...” 

And so Greta did, The beautiful, long, frilly 
dresses, with the pleats to disguise his brace. And 
how many hours did she comb his blonde hair, even 
curling it up like her own. The long hours when 
Papa was swaggering in the saloon, trying to save 
face by being the biggest drinking man in the 

, camp. Greta and little Stephie became more like 
mother and daughter, than mother and son. 
Snubbed by the husky, hulking camp members, 
Stephie and Greta drew closer. Night after night, 
when they were alone, Greta would lovingly comb 
his bair, dress it in ribbons. She would bring out 
the little dresses and frilly panties she would se- 
cretly sew for him, and they would play make-be- 
lieve. They would dream their own dreams, and 
make their own reality. Now Stephie could stand 
the jeers of the other children during the day, and 
the mounting disgust of his father, Papa Storms- 
ven. But Mama Greta and he became inseparable. 

Then Stephie shuddered and remembered the 
day. Finally, after years of the many tears and 
shouts, arguments and insults, Greta took HER 
away. They moved to the city. Mama Greta took 
that job as a laundress. She would leave Stephie in 
their rented room, and day by day would walk the 
four miles to work, from dawn to late at night, 
dragging herself home, tired and pale. SADIE re- 
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membered how Mama Greta would try to play with 
him, but she was always so tired now. Her plump 
body grew thin and tired, and then one day she 
didn’t come home at all. 

Then the long years at the dingy orphanage, the 
scratchy hand-me-down clothes. The hated pants 
and the ugly T-shirts. The giggles of the little girls, 
and the coarse jokes of the boys at his limpy leg. At 
least now it was out of the brace for longer periods, 
but he was a fat, ugly, sullen little boy. No more of 
the warm comfort of Mama Greta’s soft breast, no 
more the soft, frilly dresses, the smooth underwear. 
But Stephen remembered and never forgot as he 
grew up. He made a secret pact with himself. When 
he was once rid of this hated place, he would never 
again wear the hated MEN CLOTHES. Always 
there would be for him, the soft, wonderful memory 
of his beloved Mama Greta. The soft clothes, the 
smoothness of HER. 

The following years, however, were unkind to 
him, with the exception that his leg finally did heal 
to a point where he no longer needed the braces, 
and he could walk fairly well upon it. Strangely 
enough he did even better on high heels. That he 
appreciated no end. What would girls’ clothing 
really be if he couldn't wear high heels. 

But as the years passed the thought of having a 
real woman all his own came more frequently to his 
mind. He tried for dates, and there were a few. But 
the kind of woman who would date him wasn't like 
his mother; he didn't want that kind of woman. He 
wanted something soft and dainty like he thought 
of himself. And he wanted to be able to wear female 
attire with the girl. He wanted them to share their 
bed in the most feminine of nightgowns. That’s the 
way it was and was going to be until the end of his 
days. 

That type of woman was hard to come by. Espe- 
cially for him and his great hulk. His personality 
left everything to be desired. But the need for a 
woman was overwhelming. If they wouldn't come 
ы him peacefully, then he would take them by 

orce. 

No one suspects a woman. And it was the hulk- 
ing Sadie, in the dark of night who came from the 
back of a panel truck and followed any young girl 
he selected. Few women are afraid of another wom- 
an, even if that other woman is a giant. It was the 
downfall for many, because as soon as Sadie was 
close enough behind his prey, he pounced upon 
them. He dragged them into alleys; abandoned 
houses; even open fields and ravished them. Some 
he knocked unconscious. Others fainted. Others 
simply laid back, too frightened even to scream. 

He jammed into them and when he was finished 
he simply disappeared back into the darkness, until 
he reached his truck. There he usually changed 
back into work clothes and drove oft. But it was the 
truck that finally was his downfall. 

The cashier under him nearly smothered as her 
nose was buried in the fuzzy pink sweater. Sadie 
had a rough time making his entry because the 
young girl was a small thing. Even at that her head 
barely reached his chest. She cried a lot, but the 
sounds were muffled. Besides, they were in an old 
alley where no one ever bothered. to go. She 
couldn't fight the big beast, so she opened her legs 
as wide as she could, hoping he wouldn't hurt her 
too much. Sadie didn't care if he hurt or not, and 
he never spoke a word. She did try to scream as he 
first took her, because it did hurt something fierce. 
But then the initial stab was finished and the 
rhythmic routine forced her own reactions to gush 
forth. Then, when it was all over, the fat man in the 
high-heeled shoes drifted off into the night, leaving 

„the bleeding girl where she lay. 

Some time later the girl staggered to her un- 
steady feet. She hurt all over, and when she walked 
it was more torture than she thought she could 
bear. That was why the patrol car. stopped to 
investigate. She had been staggering like a common 
drunk. It was on the way to the hospital when she 
saw the green panel truck which she knew had 
followed her from her job. 

Sadie was immediately taken into custody, 
screaming like a woman, and fighting like a truck 
driver. Her beautiful wardrobe was confiscated. 
The rape conviction could have meant a lifelong 
sentence in prison—but Sadie fared better. She was 
sent to a mental institution. Who knows, maybe 
she’s still getting up in DRAG. ... 


CHAPTER FOUR 


One of the most interesting of all transvestite 
stories is that of Raymond Gomez. He was finally 
arrested and sent to jail for a series of robberies. 
But it was not the robberies which brought this 
boy/girl into the headlines. He was arrested, in 
female attire, as a draft dodger. 

When the Federal men went looking for Ray- 
mond Gomez at his last known address, they were 
met by a lovely brunette wearing a yellow mini 
skirt, white blouse and yellow, fuzzy cardigan 
sweater. Her dark eyes sparkled as she answered 
the door; and her musical voice almost sent the 
Federal men away empty-handed. But they were 
not to be misled by the masquerade. Almost from 


the first, they had known Raymond was gone on 


girls’ clothes, and if they were ever to find him, 
Raymond would be dressed as such. They chatted 
friendly for a time. Raymond was known as Sheila, 
and that was the name he gave the officers ... 
Sheila Gomez, Raymond’s younger sister. Only the 
Federal men already knew Raymond had no sister. 
As was the case with most of the boys who dress 
up in girls’ clothing, it started with some fixation of 
the mother. Since the elder Gomez had died dur- 
ing Raymond’s babyhood it was up to his mother to 
raise him. She never married again, thus whatever 
love she possessed was given to the boy. No one 
thought much of it when the baby was dressed in 
little pink dresses—even the little nightgowns held 
layer after layer of frills. Many mothers have 
dressed little boys in that way. But after a time 


` that practice stopped. Usually about the school 
' years. It was not so with the young Raymond. 


Although he did wear boys’ things during the 
school day hours, his mother immediately insisted 
that he change when he came home. His playmates 
were always girls, and usually in his own backyard. 
It never occurred to the neighbors that anything 
was wrong. Live and let live. Besides, little Ray- 
mond made a better looking girl than he did a boy. 
And he was such a pleasant kid. 

Raymond quit school after his graduation from 
grade school. It was his mother’s wish. After all, 
they were fairly well off and the mother wanted to 
travel. Which is exactly what they did. Mother and 
daughter went everywhere, including their use of 
the ‘ladies’ room’ in restaurants. They shopped at 
all the best dress shops. There were special hand- 
knit sweaters and dresses. 

It never entered Raymond's mind that he was 
anything else but a girl. Of course he knew he was 
built differently. That had all been explained to 
him at an early age. But even during those early 
school years he hated the mornings when he would 
have to take off his beautiful nightgowns and negli- 
gees, to put on pants and shirts. It just wasn’t him. 
Once he tried attending classes wearing a pink 
pinafore. His mother approved highly. But the 
principal had other thoughts on the subject. Ray- 
mond was sent home with a strong note saying such 
a thing was never to happen again. Stranger still, 
none of the kids razzed him about the incident. 
After all, most of them knew him as а girl around 
his home. 

There never were two more happy people than 
the mother and the daughter she decided to call 
Sheila, The combination went on for nearly eight 
years; until the mother suddenly died. And the 
young boy/girl was thrown into a further shock 
when it was discovered they were destitute. There 
had been no bank account for nearly two years. 
The mother had been stealing to keep them in the 
luxury they could not afford. That fact never came 
to the attention of authorities until after Raymond 
was picked up. The boy/girl came across a diary in 
the mother's effects which were left to him. Every 
day and data and item; as well as the cash amounts 
she got for the stolen articles. 

The confusion Sheila (Raymond) felt at that 
time is unrecorded, but evidently it was tremem- 
dous. He had been sheltered all his life. If anyone 
denied his sex, his mother was right there to back 
him up. But more important was the money. Where 
was he going to get an income? He knew no trade. 
The only sex life he even understood was standing 
in front of a mirror and playing with himself. Life 
had been one long procession of dresses; the best of 
female attire. Naturally he had quite a wardrobe 
but the newness of the freshly purchased articles 
was more important. 


For a time he would be content with the clothes 
he had on hand, but there was going to come the 
time when they lost their appeal. With his mother 
alive he’d never had that problem. They had made 
shopping trips at least twice a week. Seldom he 
wore the same panties more than once or twice. 
Once the dainty garments entered water they lost 
their newness and feel. This is of the utmost in 
importance to the transvestite. Clothes are his very 
existence, 

Sheila pondered over the situation for five days, 
then realized there was only one thing he could do. 
‘That was the same as his mother had done. Go out 

and steal. Even that presented a problem. He 
didn’t know how to steal, or where to go to do the 
stealing. 

However, where there’s his will there’s her way! 
Sheila started small—shoplifting. Perhaps it was the 
newness of the situation, but Sheila took to it eager- 
ly. And she became quite proficient at it. But boost- 
ing was small stuff. Sheila’s taste demanded much 
more. She bought a gun and started holding up 
liquor stores. Much as any drag robber, she put on 
male attire over her dress, or sweater and skirts; 
folded her long hair under a cap; did the job, 
slipped out of the male attire and was gone. 

She had been thinking of going big time with the 
banks that afternoon when she wore the yellow 
sweater and skirt and white blouse. But the law cut 
her off before she got to first base. 

Still in her female wardrobe with her face beauti- 
fully made up, Sheila/Raymond was taken to head- 
quarters. There she was photographed as both man 
and woman. She was booked for failing to register 
for the draft. Not so horrible in itself, since 
boy/girls just aren't drafted. But the side by side 
pictures of her as a girl and as a boy appeared in 
the local papers. Most of the robbery victims recog- 
nized her immediately. 

Thus it was off to prison with shorn hair and 
blue prison coveralls. But it was not the last to be 
heard of Raymond (Sheila) Gomez. 

Over the period of time Sheila had been free to 
commit her robberies, she did make many acquaint- 
ances with other girls her own age. Some knew her 
to be the boy she really was. Others did not. The 
fact remains Sheila made fast and lasting friends. — 

It was one of the girl friends who went to visit 
him in prison. How they ever managed to be in a 
visiting room alone is for the law to know and for 
us to think about. However they did manage. And 
without the watchful eye of any guard the girl 
friend quickly stripped off a yellow cardigan 
sweater; ironically the same one Sheila had been 
wearing when she was captured. The girl then 
removed a second skirt and a second set of panties. 
She took a set of falsies from her own brassiere and 
a beret which hid her long hair. Sheila didn't 
need any explanations. The prison denims fell to. 
the floor and after a moment Sheil was as lovely as 
ever. 

The two girls, Sheila with the beret covering her 
short hair, made their way out of the visiting room 
and marched unhampered along the hallway which 
would lead them to the outside and freedom. 

They passed forr checkpoinis undetected. It was 
the fifth one which stopped them cold in their 
tracks, The guard there fell in love with Sheila on 
first sight. He might have tried to rape her on the 
spot, but all Sheila wanted was to get the hell out 
of there ... She and the girl friend became so 
insistent that the guard became suspicious . . . 

Both were herded back to the same visiting room 
where Sheila once more had to remove the beauti- 
ful feminine finery ... and the blue denims again 
captured her body. 
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